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Publisher’s Preface 


When this manuscript showed up on my doorstep, I was fully 
taken up in the cyclone whirl of my daily life—work schedules, 
clients’ demands, responsibilities to home and family. I also had 
no time for spiritual matters. As the daughter of a fundamentalist 
minister, I knew what that was all about. After many years of 
Bible-reading and study of doctrine in my past, I rejected that 
course when I came to believe—after yet another personal 
catastrophe—that it had no relevance to my particular life. I 
“knew” I'd had enough of it for this lifetime. 


Then in the course of my professional work I sat down to read. 


As this book led me down new pathways of thought, I began 
to re-examine all the set-in-concrete beliefs I'd developed over the 
years. I looked again at recurring patterns in my own life— 
personal disasters of heartache and financial disappointment— 
and I re-examined those events as “messages” from the Divine. I 
struggled, and I even tried to put this book out of my mind—no 
one wants to admit to being so dimwitted that they couldn’t get a 
message on the second or third or fourth try! (Of course, the 
easiest way out of that is to deny that “messages” exist!) But as I 
sat with these ideas, they came to rest easy with my soul. 


I realized that whenever I had felt compromised in the past, 
regardless of my high-minded rationalizations for my actions, it 


had been a result of saying “yes” when I meant no, or “no” when I 
meant yes. And I saw that in my own life whenever I'd done that, 
even if I'd seen it as noble self-sacrifice for some higher purpose, 
the results had been painful and even tragic. 


My life is a complex of relationships and responsibilities—just 
like everyone else I know. My family wants dinner on the table 
each evening and they want clean clothes to put on each morning; 
my clients want their work done to meet their necessary or 
arbitrary deadlines, and I’ve also found they often want me to 
apply some measure of self-sacrifice along with the work of 
getting the job done. 


In the face of this, I decided to try applying the principle of 
self-honesty to my own life. I began to say “no” and “yes” ina 
way that was congruent with my true self. And, yes, things 
changed. The first big change is that I feel cleaner about my 
decisions, I feel little or no desire to play “what if“ with myself 
after I’ve chosen a course of action. I also see less uncertainty in 
the people around me—with my own surety, I've given them 
something they can trust in their dealings with me; they sense 
immediately that I’m not likely to backpedal on a commitment—I 
mean what I say. While at first it took some people aback— 
especially those in my household—I see them responding with a 
grudging admiration. And they are coming to understand that my 
attitude extends to encouraging their own deep self-honesty. I 
respect them as I expect them to respect me. 


This new way of being isn’t just a variation on the old 
“assertiveness” theme. Rather it is a natural outflowing of my 
decision to be honest with my inner self. Perhaps a psychologist 
could predict some of the beneficial results of my new approach. 
But not all of them. After many years as an avowed agnostic (who 
still kept somewhat optimist about our ultimate purpose here) I 
have come around again to a wondering appreciation of the 
influence of God. Could my shift in attitude have resulted in the 
check that arrived just in time to cover expenses incurred while 
pursuing this new, scary-but-exhilarating path? 


Through the challenges that Sloan presented to my busy 
rationalizing mind, I have come to see a strong similarity between 
Sloan’s “inner feminine” and the “still, small voice” of my 
conscience that I learned of in my parents’ church. The Voice that 
brings even larger revelations to Sloan and that is beyond gender, 
has also worked in my life, although it hasn’t spoken to me quite 
the way it has to Sloan. I recall times in my life when the 
dramatically correct solution was presented to me—a solution that 
went far beyond mere right and wrong—and I feel comfortable 
with Sloan’s personification of that higher influence as The Voice. 
Although Sloan’s “form” may be radically different from your 
religious heritage, the content of his message—I believe—is the 
same as the underpinnings of any true religion. 


You may be challenged initially by Sloan’s experiences and by 
his assertions and the conclusions he draws from circumstantial 
evidence. I invite you to do as I have done—to allow time to live 
with the deep messages in this book. You may disagree with the 
form, however if the content can reach you, I feel your life will 
come to be blessed in a way that traditional religions promise but 
rarely deliver. 


This book has had a profound effect on me and, as a result, on 
my life. Maybe it only reminded me of what my heart knew 
already, but should I be less grateful for such a profound 
reminder? 


I invite you to read with an open heart, and to accept Sloan's 
challenge to choose a deeply different approach to your life. 


General Housekeeping 


This book may appear to be a collection of three unrelated 
books. It is not. The individual sections each deal with the same 
issue, they simply come at it from three different perspectives. 


This book is not intended solely for inmates of the physical 
prisons in our society. They merely live in the most obvious 
manifestations of imprisonment; whereas those of us “on the 
street" may be even more locked up in our own internal prisons. 


Funds permitting, this and my previous book, The High Legal 
Road: A New Approach to Legal Problems, are available at no cost to 
indigent prison inmates through the Prison Library Project, 976 
West Foothill Boulevard #128, Claremont, CA 91711. Inmates who 
can pay are invited to do so. In that way they make the books 
available to their money-poor brother and sister inmates. Informa- 
tion about how to purchase this and my other books is provided 
on the last page of this uncopyrighted book. 
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and ruthless compassion, and for having stood by me when I 
wanted to quit, when I feared I would die and sometimes prayed 
to die. Without her I would never have become a man. 


Last but not least, I wish to thank what I call “The Voice” for 
showing me the truth that would make me free. 
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(After Prisons & Freedom was published, I had some experiences 
with Bo Lozoff, which I wrote down many years later as the Bo 
Lozoff Postscript to this book.) 


Part I 


The Inmates’ Prisons & Escapes 


Hello 


Part I of this book is about a prison workshop I did in mid- 
1991. It's written from memory, so its accuracy is limited by that 
as well as by the selective filtering my ego normally does to make 
me look good. 


I doubt this experience would have turned out as it did if I 
hadn't “accidently” found Bo Lozoff's Just Another Spiritual Book in 
my favorite bookstore about six weeks before I did the workshop. 
Bo has worked with prison inmates for over twenty years, and as 
he wisely observes, “We’re all doing time” in one way or another. 
Indeed, the path to freedom for people incarcerated in concrete 
and steel is really no different than the path for people 
incarcerated in bad relationships, oppressive jobs, sick or 
damaged bodies, or limited beliefs. 

Just Another Spiritual Book and Bo's other excellent books, We're 
All Doing Time and Lineage, can be obtained through The Human 
Kindness Foundation, Rt. 1, Box 201-N, Durham, NC 27707. He 
asks that inmates with money pay for the books, to subsidize his 
policy of making his books available to indigent inmates. 
Incidentally, you don’t have to live in a concrete and steel 
penitentiary to read Bo’s books. 


That said, let’s begin. 
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The First Morning 


I faced eighteen convicted felons. Father Anderson, the prison 
chaplain, had said that two of them had read my book, The High 
Legal Road, which treats legal problems as spiritual teachers. The 
other sixteen men thought I was there to give them free legal 
advice. I knew they were about to be disappointed. 


Why hadn't Father Anderson distributed all twelve books I 
had sent for him to share with the inmates so that they would 
know what I was up to before they enrolled in the workshop? I felt 
undermined, set up. On the other hand, what about all the times 
when things didn't start out the way I wanted but ended better 
than I could have ever dreamed? At this point though, there was 
nothing I could do about it. It was time to begin. 


Father Anderson had warned that the men might be reluctant 
to talk about their crimes. Many were embarrassed; others feared 
self-incrimination because their cases were still on appeal and 
might be retried. Should I begin by telling them how little chance 
they had of winning an appeal, even if they were the one in a 
thousand who had been convicted of a crime they had not 
committed? I knew the terrible odds. 


In 1968-69, fresh out of law school, I had clerked for a US. 
District Judge in Birmingham, Alabama. During my fifteen-month 
appointment, I reviewed for my judge about one hundred and 


5 


Prisons & Freedom—Part 1 


fifty error coram nobis petitions from inmates in Alabama prisons 
and a few habeas corpus petitions from federal prisons. Although I 
was eager to “do the right thing,” only one petition had any 
possible merit. My judge issued an order bringing that inmate 
before him. Then we learned that the inmate could not prove what 
he had alleged because it simply hadn’t happened. 


As a greenhorn lawyer, I subsequently represented about two 
dozen people charged with felonies. Most were indigent, assigned 
to me because I had volunteered “for the experience” and “to 
provide a public service.” That was before most public defender 
programs had been put in place, and in Birmingham that’s still 
how it’s done. 


Of the cases I handled, only one man was innocent. Or let me 
say that he was acquitted and therefore was innocent under the 
law, although I never knew whether he had raped his girlfriend or 
if she had just gotten mad at him for something he did after they 
had had sex for the umpteenth time. 


Another bias came from my experience with an inmate in a 
North Carolina prison. He wrote to me after reading Kill All the 
Lawyers??? (Please note the question marks in the title. The book 
kills just as many problematic clients as it does problematic 
lawyers.) 


This inmate asserted, “You're the only lawyer in the world 
who can help me!” and then he went on to explain how his 
constitutional rights had been violated during his arrest and trial. 
He had many grounds, all theoretically correct, but unfortunately 
for him, or fortunately, depending on how you look at life, I was 
not the same man who had written that book. 


I wrote back saying that I no longer practiced law in the 
traditional way and, in any event, could not economically afford 
to handle an indigent case in North Carolina far from where I 
lived. I offered to help him in another way, but said that the first 
thing I wanted to know was, “Did you do what you were accused 
of doing?” He wrote repeating what he had said in the first letter, 
without addressing my question. I replied, “Until you answer the 
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guestion about your guilt or innocence, we have nothing further to 
discuss.“ I did not hear from him again. 


Now you might ask why a lawyer, sworn to represent his 
clients regardless of their guilt or innocence, took such a tack with 
a potential client? Well, I had gone through an excruciating 
process of learning how there are little laws and there are BIG 
LAWS. I had found that most regular lawyers, including myself, 
only represented their clients with respect to the little laws, 
ignoring or not even knowing about the BIG LAWS which had 
been revealed to me when I wrote The High Legal Road. 


So as I sat before eighteen men, sixteen of whom hoped I was 
the legal messiah about to set them free from their concrete and 
steel prison, or help them prosecute their latest grievance against 
the prison, I wondered how I could impart to them an apprecia- 
tion of the BIG LAWS, the proper use of which would free them 
from their inner prisons, the ones that their physical prisons 
simply reflected back to them. 


I figured that if they could free themselves from their inner 
prisons, then perhaps they would have a better chance of going 
straight once they got out. Or if they were not destined to get out, 
either because of the length of their sentences or because they 
would die before their time was up, then perhaps they would be 
able to live out their sentences in a new way. Indeed, Father 
Anderson had earlier shared with mea story about a double-lifer 
in the prison who had committed two murders. After being in 
prison many years, this man had dedicated himself to making the 
prison grounds into a garden paradise. 


Years earlier, the prison had searched the country for an artist 
to build a park in the prison for the inmates to enjoy. The highly- 
touted artist that they selected put in a monstrosity—grotesque 
women representing the victims of sex crimes to daily remind the 
inmates of their misdeeds; pillars topped by various faces of death 
to remind the inmates of what waited for them in the afterlife... . 


You get the picture, and you probably also get the picture that 
the artist had projected his own inner landscape into his work. I 
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suggested this possibility to Father Anderson who replied that, 
indeed, the new prison administrator had been shocked at the 
artist’s work and had had much of it removed. A subsequent 
probe into the artist’s background then revealed that he had an 
adult child who had committed various sex crimes. 


The irony was that the true artist, an inmate and a double- 
murderer with no artistic training, was bringing beauty to a prison 
that had spent a small fortune trying to bring in beauty from the 
outside. I was reminded of how I had spent most of my life trying 
to find outside of myself what I could only find in myself—and 
how just about everybody I knew did that. 


According to Father Anderson, the artist was reconciled to his 
prison term; he was at peace internally. Truly his beautiful gar- 
dening reflected his transformed inner landscape, and although he 
would never again set foot in the free world, he was free. His 
fellow inmates who truly wanted freedom could have learned a 
lot from him. Well, I have digressed a bit and so I return to my 
predicament of how to begin the workshop. 


Having had religion and myriad other views jammed down 
my throat for most of my youth, I figured these men would not be 
receptive to having my ideas jammed down their throats. So I 
began by saying that I imagined many of them did not have a clue 
as to why I was there and that they might want to leave after 
learning what I was up to. Perhaps the best way for them to 
understand my approach to legal problems was to hear a story 
about one of my own brushes with the law and the prison it 
reflected in me. 


When I was a senior at the University of Alabama School of Law 
in Tuscaloosa, my eight-week-old son died of sudden infant death 
syndrome while sleeping beside his mother, Dianne, at her parents’ 
home in Memphis. The Memphis police department made a homi- 
cide investigation which was reported in the Birmingham news- 
papers, my hometown. Because of my family’s prominence, the piece 
drew wide attention. The result of the investigation—“death from 


The First Morning 


natural causes”—was never reported, leaving people in Birmingham 
wondering what had really happened. 


Enraged, I wrote the newspapers reguesting follow-up articles 
explaining that our son's death was from natural causes. I got no 
response, so I talked with a lawyer about suing the newspapers for 
libel and invasion of privacy. He dissuaded me by explaining that 
the trauma Dianne and I would experience in a long, drawn-out law- 
suit would keep us focused on the painful past and divert our atten- 
tion from healing the rift in our relationship and the loss of our son. 


More than twenty years passed before I discovered what this 
whole episode was really about. In order for you to understand, I 
need to tell the rest of the story, or as lawyers would say, “The truth, 
the whole truth, and nothing but the truth.” 


About two weeks before our son died, we had made a circuit trip 
to Memphis and several Alabama cities to visit friends and relatives. 
On the way back to Tuscaloosa, Dianne and I decided the baby was 
too young to travel and so we agreed not to travel with him again 
until he was older. 


Not two minutes after we got home, the telephone rang. It was 
Dianne's brother, Jim, in Memphis where we had been only the week 
before. He had just arrived from Texas where he had finished his 
basic training in the Air Force, and was on his way to Thailand to 
service bombers in the Vietnam War. “I'm coming back to Memphis 
today to see you off,” Dianne said, and then hung up the telephone 
and started packing. 


I asked about our just-reached agreement not to travel any more 
with our son, and she told me the agreement was off. We got into an 
awful fight and we screamed at each other all the way to the 
Tuscaloosa airport, while she held our son in her arms. They boarded 
the plane and the next night our son died. 


It took a while for me to recover from the implications of this 
telling progression: the agreement, my inflexibility, Dianne’s breach 
of the agreement, the terrible fight, Dianne taking our son away, his 
abrupt departure, the homicide investigation, and the articles in my 
hometown newspapers. Quite frankly, I felt like a murderer. Then I 
took a big breath and delved deeper. 


Prisons 6 Freedom—Part I 


I saw how this whole unfortunate chain of events had eerily 
resembled the covert but egually violent fight my parents had had 
over my own destiny, the similar fight my father's parents had had 
over his destiny, and on up that bloodline. Dianne and I had simply 
replayed with our son the essence of that generational fight in my 
father’s bloodline. 

I later discarded the murder theory by placing myself in my 
son’s shoes. I probably would have wanted to leave too, if I had been 
my son. In other words, I think he simply declined that inheritance 
from me by choosing to leave. Doctors and lawyers often see adults 
get sick, even die, when faced with a seemingly impossible situation. 
If adults can do this, then why can't children? 

Then I probed even deeper. I saw that after my son died, I 
became disoriented and was never able to fit myself into either of my 
parents’ worlds. My father and his father, both highly successful 
capitalists, had tried to force me into their Puritan-work-ethic, 
money-makes-the-man game. My mother, on the other hand, had 
tried to force me into her Episcopal religion. (Curiously, Father 
Anderson was an Episcopal minister.) 

As a result of my inability to fit into my parents’ molds or, better 
still, build my own mold, my life became a real mess which did not 
begin to resolve until I decoded the deeper meaning of my son's 
death more than twenty years later while writing The High Legal 
Road. I then healed my relationship with my son, my father, my 
daughters, God and myself. 

I wonder: Would that have happened if I had filed the diversion- 
ary lawsuit and thus added on to my life another layer of denial? 


I stopped. The men looked puzzled. I explained that a legal 
problem, like an illness or any other calamity, is not what it looks 
like. Indeed, it’s like an iceberg, one percent visible, above water, 
the other ninety-nine percent invisible, under water. Most people 
want to go for the tip, the part they can see. In my case, the tip was 
the awful actions of the newspapers, which on a spiritual level 
signaled spiritual “homicide"—spiritual “suicide” in the case of 
my son, spiritual “murder” in my case. 
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One of the men asked why I had taken it upon myself to come 
to the prison, implying perhaps that I had invited myself. Father 
Anderson explained that he had read The High Legal Road and had 
been unable to put it down. So he figured that some of the 
inmates, especially those with ongoing legal cases, might benefit 
from hearing what I had to say. 


I added that when Father Anderson first contacted me about 
doing a workshop in the prison, I felt important, inflated, like hot 
stuff. Whoopee! But then a wiser reluctance set in. Never incar- 
cerated except for two misdemeanors in my late teens and early 
twenties, how on earth could I work with inmates? I wasn’t sure I 
should do it. 


Father Anderson assured me that it would be okay. But I 
didn’t practice traditional Christianity, and I had reservations 
about twelve-step programs which Father Anderson said many of 
the inmates used. “We do a lot of sharing of experiences,” he said. 
Well I had plenty of experiences to share, and I had been in many 
prisons myself, just not the ones made of concrete and steel. And 
so I accepted the invitation. 


One of the men said, “I appreciate your point of view but I 
was convicted for a crime I didn’t commit! What possible lesson 
could I have in that?” 


I asked Father Anderson to tell them what he had told me the 
day before about his visit to a church on the outside. He had gone 
there to speak about prisons and one of the listeners had asked 
what inmates were like. To that he replied, “Oh, they’re just like 
you and me; about the only difference I can tell is they got caught 
and we didn’t.” 


After Father Anderson retold this story, I asked the man who 
claimed innocence if, in fact, he had not committed other crimes 
for which he had not been caught? He shot me an angry look. I 
said Jesus taught throughout his ministry that we reap what we 
sow, but we don’t want to look at life that way when it doesn’t go 
to suit us. Some of the men nodded in agreement, but most just sat 
there with their arms crossed, frowning. 
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Another man complained that his lawyer had been incompe- 
tent, that a lot of indigent criminal defendants had incompetent 
lawyers. He asked what I thought about inadeguate counsel. I said 
it was deplorable when it happened, but I didn’t know what I 
could do about it. He said loudly that it wasn’t fair, that everyone 
was entitled to competent counsel. Again I agreed. 


Then out of my mouth popped, “I think you need to take a 
look in the mirror at the person who got you into this mess in the 
first place, before you do anymore complaining about your 
lawyer. When you look in the mirror, you will see the one you are 
really mad at.” 


He left at the first coffee break. 


Another man complained about how the amount of time you 
get is dependent on what judge you draw, some judges giving 
tougher sentences than others. He said it wasn’t fair, that 
sentences should be uniform. 


I answered, “I didn’t think it was fair that my son died. It 
didn’t have to be that severe. I was enraged. But later I saw why it 
happened and wasn’t enraged any more. So perhaps uneven 
sentencing isn’t necessarily unfair.” 


He left at coffee break, too. 


A muscular, strikingly handsome man sitting in the back said, 
“It's one thing to be contemplative on the outside, but it’s quite 
another thing to be contemplative in prison, where life is pretty 
horrible. Your approach will not work for inmates who are facing 
the ‘steamroller.’” 


Several others chimed in, sharing this or that woe. 


Then James, a burly man missing two front teeth, said he was 
upset that the prison would not give him new teeth. Not only had 
he filed a grievance about that, his anger had gotten him involved 
as a witness in several other inmates’ grievance proceedings 
against the prison. Afterwards, he had experienced mistreatment 
by the prison staff and his own grievance had gotten the 
runaround. 
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I asked if he thought there was any connection between the 
problems with getting new teeth and his crusading in the other 
cases. “Probably,” he replied. So I asked if he was better or worse 
off for his crusading. He didn’t answer, but he did volunteer that 
he had gotten over a lot of his initial embarrassment about not 
having his front teeth, especially with relatives who came to visit 
him. I felt James’ soul behind that admission. 


Yet he was clearly a prideful and arrogant man, a man who 
felt that standing up for his rights was paramount. And he was 
proud of being self-reliant, “A loner all my life,” he bragged, 
masking his terrible loneliness. I smiled at my reflection. 


“Isn't pride one of the seven deadly sins?” I asked. 
Silence. 


“It seems that not getting your teeth has helped you drop 
much of your pride and is teaching you humility and patience. 
When your roll is called up yonder, do you want to be long on 
pride and justice, or long on humility and patience? I ask this 
question, James, because it is one I ask myself nearly every day of 
my life. I see myself in you.” 


Another man, Terry, had had a similar experience. He said 
that after he had been paroled the last time, he had lost the dental 
plate the prison had given him. While on the street, he spent all 
his money on women, booze and drugs, never once giving 
thought to his lost plate. But as soon as he was sent back down for 
stealing to support his habit, he started howling about his teeth, 
about his rights to humane treatment. 


I shared that most of my crusades to right this or that wrong, 
such as my crusade in the residential real estate industry, had 
been noble in inception but pretty much ego-driven afterwards. 
Instead of simply trying to educate home buyers and sellers about 
the pitfalls of trusting a doubledealing real estate agent, I had tried 
to force the real estate industry to change to suit me. 


Why had I done that? Because the authoritative real estate 
industry routinely put its interests ahead of the consumers’ 
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interests, just as my authoritative parents and grandparents had 
routinely put their interests ahead of my own. I had unconsciously 
continued the fight against my parents and grandparents and 
against all of my other dominating childhood authority figures— 
my ministers, my school teachers, etc.—under a banner of false 
righteousness. 


Father Anderson interrupted, “I just had a realization that will 
further my own recovery. (As a recovering alcoholic, he well knew 
inner prisons.) For as long as I can remember, I have hated being 
jerked around by large companies and bureaucracies. | really get 
steamed and want to bring in the authorities to make them 
behave. Now I see that much of my reaction is fueled by my 
unresolved issues with authority.” 


Another inmate said that he wanted to win his appeal and 
then he would work on his inner prisons after he was free. I asked 
if, after getting out, he seriously thought he would be free, or 
would he just go his merry way like his fellow inmate who had 
lost his teeth after he got out and then landed himself back in 
prison? He didn’t reply, and so I told another story. 


A Jewish woman called on me for help. She had multiple mort- 
gages on her business and home. The mortgages were overdue and 
there were many unsecured debts as well. She knew there was no 
way she could pay these debts in this lifetime, yet she was doggedly 
determined to try. I asked if she had considered bankruptcy, and she 
replied, “There’s no possible way I could do that!” 


We explored her feelings toward herself as a woman, which 
were awful. She had felt second-rate all her life. Boys had been 
pedestaled in her family and in her religion. She had been married to 
a very abusive Jewish man and had stayed married to him for years 
before finally divorcing him. “I thought that was how it was 
supposed to be for women,” she explained. 


She admitted to seeing a married man, also Jewish. It had 
initially been a good experience for her because this was a gentle 
man. But by hanging onto the relationship, she was stealing from this 
man’s wife and family. So I asked how she would feel about the 
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affair if she was in her lover's wife's positon. She said she didn't like 
being asked that guestion. 


I suggested that her poor economic situation simply mirrored 
her inner mortgages and debts—that she would have to deal with 
her inner impoverishment if she wanted to see any improvement in 
her outward fiscal situation. This her ego did not want to hear at all, 
but her soul was very pleased because it showed her ego how it had 
created her financial woes. 


I added that if she would work on satisfying her inner obliga- 
tions, then it would be okay to take the bankruptcy route. But if she 
bankrupted without doing the inner work, then she would have only 
dealt with the tip of the iceberg, and before long a new tip would 
form to get her attention. The next tip might not be money problems. 
Indeed it might be something much worse, like getting raped or 
contracting ovarian cancer to bring her attention to how she robbed 
from women—herself and others. 


Yet she still struggled over the thought of taking bankruptcy. So 
I invited her to compare the forgiveness provided by the bankruptcy 
court to the forgiveness of God—as above, so below. Both forms of 
forgiveness were there for the taking if she wanted them. That 
turned her upside down. Her Jewish image of God was not one of 
compassion or forgiveness. Rather, it was one of an angry and 
jealous god always demanding his due. 

linvited her to go back to synagogue and to do other things that 
would put her nose to nose with her negative views of God. I had a 
hunch that something unusual would happen that would initiate 


healing in her relationship with God. Then taking the bankruptcy 
route wouldn't be so hard for her. 


To the man who wanted to get out of prison before working 
on his inner prisons, I said, “Your being in prison is like her 
wanting relief from her money debts. If you get back out on the 
street before you do something about your inner prisons, then you 
will create other types of prisons to wake you up to the prisons in 
yourself. Those prisons may not be in the form you might think. 
Perhaps you will be injured in a car wreck and end up paraplegic, 
even quadraplegic, imprisoned by your body. Perhaps you will 
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contract a crippling illness such as multiple sclerosis. Who can say 
how your messenger prison will next be packaged? So my ‘legal’ 
advice to you is to work on your inner prisons if you truly want to 
be free.” And to do that, you will have to do the same thing the 
Jewish woman needed to do—reconnect with God. 


At that point a man asked if I believed in Satan. I took the 
question to mean he thought I was the red man. I said it had been 
my experience that Satan, like God, was in me—that my ego 
found it mighty convenient to blame what it didn’t like on an 
outer devil, thus avoiding the devil in myself. Then I expanded 
the playing field to his turf by asking if Jesus was really tempted 
by an outer devil in the wilderness, or was he tempted by his own 
human desires? 


According to the New Testament, Jesus went into the wilder- 
ness where he fasted forty days and nights. During this time of in- 
ward searching, he was thrice tempted by Satan. Satan knew Jesus 
was hungry from fasting and he suggested that Jesus turn rocks 
into bread, which Jesus declined to do. Then Satan promised Jesus 
rule over many kingdoms of the world if he would fall down and 
worship him (Satan). This Jesus also declined to do. Finally Satan 
challenged Jesus to prove that he was truly the son of God by 
jumping off a high temple and calling angels down to save him 
before he struck the rocks below. This also Jesus declined to do. 

To the man who had asked if I was Satan, I replied that if I had 
the powers Jesus reputedly had, then I would be mighty tempted 


to use them—just like Jesus was tempted. The man left at the first 
break. 


Over break, a really funny thing happened, at least I thought it 
was funny. I went to the bathroom, forgetting all about the 
portable microphone attached to my lapel. The sound of urine 
splashing into the toilet bowl reverberated throughout the chapel, 
which is where we were holding our workshop. It was the only 
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secured meeting room in the prison. Father Anderson took me 
aside when I came out and told me what had happened. I burst 
into laughter, and some other other men joined in. A few looked 
like I had committed a sacrilege. I couldn’t tell whether it was for 
peeing or laughing. 

Then one of the men took me aside to tell me about a lawsuit 
he wanted to file. He had had an appendectomy and the prison 
surgeon had left a scalpel inside him. Follow-up surgery had been 
performed to remove the scalpel. The second surgery left the man 
with a permanent pain in his right side. So he wanted to sue for 
medical malpractice. 


The incident had occurred only eight months previously and 
he was due out in two months. I advised him to wait until he was 
out—that it would look better for his case and cause him less 
problems in prison to wait. Then, and I can’t explain why, I asked 
if he would tell me what he was in for. 

“Burglary.” 

“Of a home?” 

“Yes.” 

“At night?” 

“Yes.” 


I paused, then out of my mouth popped: “You broke into and 
entered a family’s home, leaving them full of fear, and so later a 
surgeon left a scalpel, and then physical pain in you. Are you sure 
you want to sue a spiritual messenger? If you do, then another, 
more difficult one is likely to come along and teach you about 
breaking and entering.” 


He got a funny look and moved away. 


After break, I asked the scalpel man if I could share his case 
which Providence had graciously provided. The other men didn’t 
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look especially pleased to hear the implications of this story. Then 
the scalpel man blurted that when he got out, he would sue the 
surgeon and collect a million dollars. I asked if he thought 
winning the legal lottery would dissolve his inner prisons. 


“You're darn right it will!” he exclaimed, as several other men 
exhorted, “Right on, brother!” 


I asked Father Anderson for a Bible, of which he had plenty in 
the chapel. I opened it and read Matthew 6:24-34: 


“No man can serve two masters; for either he will hate the one 
and love the other, or he will hold to one and despise the other. You 
cannot serve God and mammon (money). Therefore I say unto you, 
take no thought for your life, what you shall eat, or what you shall 
drink; nor yet for your body, what you shall put on. Is not the life 
more than meat, and the body more than raiment? Behold the fowls 
of the air: for they sow not, neither do they reap, nor gather into 
barns; yet your heavenly Father feedeth them. Are ye not much 
better than they? Which of you by taking thought can add one cubit 
unto his stature? And why take you thought for raiment? Consider 
the lilies of the field, how they grow; they toil not, neither do they 
spin; and yet I say unto you, that even Solomon in all his glory was 
not arrayed like one of these. But if God so arrays the grass of the 
field, which is alive today and tomorrow is thrown into the furnace, 
will He not do so for you, O men of little faith? Do not be anxious 
then, saying ‘What shall we eat?’ or ‘What shall we drink?’ or ‘With 
what shall we clothe ourselves?’ For all these things the Gentiles 
eagerly seek; for your heavenly Father knows you need all these 
things. But seek first His kingdom and His righteousness, and all 
these things shall be added to you. Therefore do not be anxious for 
tomorrow; for tomorrow will care for itself. Each day has enough 
trouble of its own.” 


The scalpel man said that, nevertheless, he would like to try 
having a million dollars. So I asked if he had heard about what 
happened to people who won state lotteries. Before he could 
answer, another man said he had read that people who won 
lotteries ended up being miserable. Yet another man said that he 
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knew a man who had won a lottery and within a few years was a 
drug addict and bankrupt. But the scalpel man did not budge. 

Then the man who had talked about the steamroller took 
center stage, asking me one challenging guestion after another: 
“Don’t you think this?” What do you say about that?” “Why can't 
it be done this way, instead?“ 

“You remind me of myself,” I said, smiling. 

“How so?” 


“I once was about your size, rippling with muscles, and boy is 
there a steamroller in me, although I don’t crank it up as often as I 
once did. I think if you will do something about that steamroller in 
you, then you might feel a lot differently about your appeal, and 
perhaps about a lot of things.” 


I was quiet, waiting to see if he would bolt and run, attack, or 
stay with me. He didn’t speak, so I invited him to do an exercise 
with me. He would ask nine questions to which I would answer 
“yes.” He was to notice his own inner experience as he asked the 
questions knowing what my answer would be. I gave him the list 
of questions and he read them silently with noticeable discomfort. 

After a lot of squirming, he agreed to ask me the questions. I 
invited the others to imagine they were also asking the questions 
and to notice what it was like to ask them knowing that my 
answer would be “yes.” Then the steamroller man started asking 
the questions, slowly, with difficulty. 


1. Will you give me all your money? 

2. Will you let me punch you in the nose? 
3. Will you let me have sex with you? 

4. Will you learn what I tell you to learn? 


5. Will you believe what I tell you to believe? 


6. Will you always do what I ask you to do? 
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7. Will you always tell me what I want to hear? 
8. Will you like me no matter how I treat you? 


9. Will you live your life for me? 


When he got to number three, about having sex, he stopped. 
Finally, he asked it. When I answered “yes,” he looked like he 
wanted to jump out of his seat and run out of there. But he didn’t, 
and we completed the exercise. 


He looked a wreck. I knew how he felt. I had been a wreck the 
first time I had asked someone those steamroller questions, 
knowing the answer would be “yes”—and so had everyone else I 
had done this exercise with. It was time to break for lunch. I asked 
the steamroller man to sit with his experience over the break 
without trying to figure it out. 
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After the lunch break, there were ten of the original eighteen, 
including the steamroller man. I invited him to continue the 
exercise, this time with me asking him the nine guestions and with 
him answering “yes” to each one. He said he couldn’t do it—that 
saying “yes” would be lying. Furthermore, he said, the third 
question implied homosexuality, that he could never answer “yes” 
to that question—never. 


“This exercise (exorcise?) is not about telling the truth, it’s 
about discovering the truth. I figured that you being the biggest, 
toughest looking guy in here, and also being so interested in the 
truth, that you would help us all learn the truth,” I explained. 


“The truth about what?” 

“About what's in you, whatever that is.” 

Again, he raised the issue of homosexuality. I said homo- 
sexuality had never entered my mind around that question—that 
it was designed as far as I knew to evoke hidden memories of 
having been sexually abused as a child; also to evoke situations 
where you yourself have forced sex on others. Now he really back- 
pedaled. 


Homosexuality in prison is fairly common and often forced, 
and perhaps that was part of the reason for the steamroller man’s 
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reaction. However, my gut feeling was that it went deeper than 
that. He reminded me too much of myself. So I decided to share 
three shocking dreams I had had one night. 


The dreams came right after I realized, to my rue, how I, at age 
forty-six, was still groveling before my father and his father (the 
latter by this time deceased), still hoping they would accept me, 
still taking their money in lieu of the acceptance they could not 
give. 

I was devastated to see my spiritual prostitution, but it was the 
first necessary step in reconnecting with the God-spark in me. The 
second step was coming to terms with the macho view of life I had 
taken, which is what the dreams I shared were about. 


In the first dream, I watch a handsome young man and a 
beautiful young woman, both naked, the woman on top, making 
love on a bed. The woman turns to me, smiles, grows a penis, and 
her face changes into the face of a young, gay man. 


In the second dream, I’m in the back of a pickup truck with 
several “good old boys.” One has a rifle. We pass a Native 
American Indian brave. The good old boy with the rifle shoots 
and kills the Indian. 


In the third dream, I’m in a public men’s bathroom. In the end 
stall I see a huge, butchy-looking man trying to make a beautiful 
young woman perform oral sex on him. The woman looks at me, 
smiles, and her face becomes that of a young gay man. 


When I awoke, the word “emasculation” was in my thoughts. 
I was heterosexual and these dreams simply blew me away. 


As I told this, every man crossed his arms and legs and leaned 
back in his chair away from me. Then I gave my interpretation of 
the dreams. 


The first revealed the damaged state of my own inner 
feminine, represented by the young woman. The second dream 
revealed the cause of the problem. The Indian brave represented 
my true manhood—virile, brave, close to nature (the feminine), 
and spiritual. The rifle-toting good old boy in me had killed my 
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manhood. The third dream made sure I understood that the 
macho brute in me was destroying my own feminine, thus my 
manhood—thus my self emasculation. 

From the looks on their faces, these men had never heard 
anything like this in their Bible classes or twelve-step groups. I 
turned to the steamroller man and said that I had done plenty of 
work healing my feminine and that subseguent dreams had 
revealed that I had resurrected my Indian brave. Again I invited 
him to do the reverse of the exercise. He declined, saying he 
couldn't tell a lie. 


So I asked if anyone else in the group wanted to do the second 
part of the exercise. No hands showed. I waited, then Terry, the 
man who had told the story about spending his money on women, 
booze and drugs instead of on his teeth, said in exasperation, “Just 
tell us the bottom line, man!” 


“Have you ever been kicked in the balls?” 
“Ssssure,” he stammered. 

“Ever had an orgasm?” 

“Yyyyess.” 


“Well, can you explain those experiences to someone who has 
never had them?” 


“No.” 


“Nor can I explain the bottom line to this exercise. It has to be 
experienced. Do you want to do it?” 


“No.” 
“Then let's move onto something else.” 


He squirmed in his chair, then blurted, “No, I'll do it; I’ll do it 
for the group.” 


“No. Do it for yourself. The group will do it along with you in 
their minds for themselves.” 


We began the exercise. Beads of sweat formed on his face. He 
quivered from head to foot. Each time he answered “yes” through 
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a grimaced smile, he jerkily shook his head “no.” Each question 
ripped him more than the one before. I wasn’t sure he could finish 
and was prepared to stop. But he made it through. 

I asked how many of them had been asked these types of 
questions by people who expected “yes” answers. All raised their 
hands. Then I asked how many of them were in the habit of 
automatically answering “yes” to these types of questions. No 
answer. So I asked how anyone who was in the habit of answering 
“yes” to such toxic questions could say “no” to crime, drugs, or 
booze? Again, no answer. 

Then I asked how many of them asked other people these 
types of questions expecting “yes” answers. No response. Most of 
them were Christians so I said, “This exercise is about the Golden 
Rule—doing unto others as we would have them do unto us.” 


Silence. So I added another dimension to the exercise by telling 
the men I would make nine statements to them. All they had to do 
was notice how they received the statements. Did they let them in, 
push them away, have a memory, see an inner image, hear words 
in their head, have an impulse to do something, or did anything at 
all happen? Here are the nine statements. 


1. I want to buy your lunch. 


Immediately James quipped, “What's the catch?” 


I continued. 

2. I want to scratch your back. 

Uneasy movements in the room. 

3. Have sex with the person you choose to have sex with. 


Sighs of relief. 
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4. Learn what interests you and will help you enjoy and be 
successful in life. 


“Say that one again,” one of the men asked. 

4. Learn what interests you and will help you enjoy and be 
successful in life. 

Silence. 

5. Believe what you feel is true. 

Silence. 

6. Do what serves your life purpose. 

Silence. 

7. Always speak your truth. 

Silence. 

8. Be with people who honor and respect you. 


Silence. 


9. Live your own life. 
Looks of disbelief. 


“These are statements from your soul; these are statements 
from God; and they are also what others would like to hear from 
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you, as you would like to hear the same from them,“ I said and 
stopped. 

Then several of the men became overtly argumentative, 
especially the steamroller man. He got on my case about my 
manner of speaking, which tends to be laced with slang and four- 
letter words. He spoke perfect English, never once swearing. I sat 
with my back to the altar. 


“You talk like a sailor, and look at how many people have left 
the workshop!” he lectured. 


We were down to seven or eight. 


“I do speak that way and perhaps you have brought to my 
attention something I need to look at. Perhaps it suggests some- 
thing in me that is ready to be healed,” I replied. 


“But doesn’t it bother you that all those people have left?” 


I knew attrition went with this type of work. And was I going 
to be different in here than someplace else? God is everywhere, 
and for me to act differently in here would not be truthful. 


“I'm not worried about people leaving,” I said. 


“T can accept that,” he responded. We looked into each other’s 
eyes. I wondered if he would be there the next morning. 


Just before we ended the afternoon session, another man asked 
how I reconciled bad things happening to people who had never 
done anything to deserve them. I assumed he felt like he was such 
a person, so I replied that I couldn’t reconcile it under traditional 
Christian thought, that only having other lifetimes in which I had 
done some atrocity which finally caught up with me in this life- 
time could reconcile that for me. 


Another man gasped. I faced him and said that although I 
personally thought we did live many lifetimes, I didn’t give it 
much thought. In fact, I knew people who were so caught up in 
learning about their other lifetimes that they missed living this 
one. Furthermore, they often used the excuse that they would get 
another chance to avoid right living now. 
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He was rattled but I chose to continue—on his turf. 


“When Jesus asked his disciples who he was, didn’t one of 
them answer “Elijah?” 


"Yes 


“Why would the disciple have given this answer if he didn’t 
believe in reincarnation—if it wasn’t something they all took for 
granted?” 

“But when Peter said Jesus was the living son of God, Jesus 
didn’t deny it.” 

“No, but he never denied that he was Elijah either, did he?” 

Silence. 


“You may or may not know this, but far more people on Earth 
believe in reincarnation than those that do not.” 


“And a lot of people are wrong! Do you believe Jesus died to 
save us?” he changed directions, I suspect to evoke an answer that 
would justify his leaving the workshop. 


“No, I don’t. I think Jesus came to show by his model how we 
could realize our God-like natures. He never said he would die to 
save us from doing our own inner work. That idea was invented 
by some of his followers. Father Anderson can tell you about this, 
if you ask him.” 


I glanced at the Father to see how he was handling my 
unorthodox Christianity in his chapel. He looked cool as a 
cucumber. He was a true minister in my book. 


The day before when he took me on a prison tour, he asked if I 
wanted to see the execution chamber. I guickly agreed, surprised 
at my comfort. The viewing room had a handrail in front of a plate 
glass window on the other side of which was a table on which 
lethal injections were administered. To date, none had been, 
although three prisoners were on death row. The earlier method 
of execution had been a gas chamber, which had been removed 
several years earlier. 


27 


Prisons & Freedom—Part I 


Father Anderson said that when the AIDS problem first 
appeared, patients with AIDS were segregated (this was no longer 
done) and they used the viewing room as their chapel, praying at 
the rail, facing the gas chamber. Some Christian do-gooders on the 
outside learned of this and complained to Father Anderson about 
how inhumane it was for inmates to have to pray before an 
instrument of execution. His reply left them speechless: “Why are 
you concerned about this? Christians have been praying before the 
Roman instrument of execution for nearly 2,000 years!” 


Then Ray, an Asian man who had said nothing all day, asked 
me if I thought the Bible could be taken literally. I replied that I 
did not think so, that if somebody tried to introduce it as evidence 
in a lawsuit, it would be rejected as hearsay. 


“Yet witnesses are asked to swear on it,” Father Anderson 
chortled. 


I offered that the New Testament was written many years after 
Jesus died by people who never knew him first hand, so there had 
to be errors in it. Even so, the essential truths were there for those 
who wanted to find them. 


Ray asked Father Anderson what he thought. 


“I believe the Bible was divinely inspired but not divinely 
transcribed,” Father Anderson answered, ending the first day. 


Four of the original eighteen were still there. 


As I got up to leave, Dan who had been quiet the entire day 
handed me a manila envelope containing something he said 
would be important for the workshop because it touched on an 
issue several of the men wanted to work on but had been reluctant 
to raise. Then he showed me a book, The Messianic Legacy, and 
asked if I had read it. Indeed, I was at that very moment reading 
it. My own copy was back in the motel room. 


The book and its predecessor, Holy Blood, Holy Grail, make 
interesting arguments that Jesus did not die on the cross, which 
the Koran also contends. These books propose that Jesus not only 
escaped, he married Mary Magdalene and they had three children. 
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A secret order claims to have uneguivocal proof of this (dis- 
covered during the Crusades), proof so convincing that the 
Vatican apparently has gone to great lengths to accommodate this 
secret order. 

As Dan and I talked, Ray walked over and asked if he could 
see the book which belonged to the prison library. Then he asked 
Dan if he could read it next. I smiled inwardly. Ray was about to 
have his traditional Christian paradigm severely challenged. 
Perhaps that was one of the inner prisons he was about to break 
out of. Perhaps it was the main one. It certainly had been mine. 


I left the prison exhausted from the combativeness to which I 
had certainly contributed. Walking before dinner, I pondered 
whether I was cut out for this work: Was it worth the wear and 
tear on me, the rejection, the loneliness? Was I doing these men 
any good, or was this just an ego trip? I did not look forward to 
the next day. 


Over dinner and a beer, I read Dan's “brief.” It was about a 
problem sex offenders were having in the prison. By law, they 
were not eligible for parole until they had completed a sex- 
offender rehabilitation program which was supposed to be pro- 
vided by the prison system. But it was a Catch-22. The therapists 
hired into the program were themselves people who had been 
victims of sex crimes or spouse abuse. Also, the program was so 
underfunded that the waiting list was nine years. If you missed 
one group therapy session, you were kicked out of the program 
and had to go to the end of the line. 

It was grim. Hell, it was cruel and unusual punishment. It was 
also the law of cause and effect in action. The therapists were just 
like these men's victims. I figured that the next day we would be 
working on sexual issues. It would be sensitive, it would be 
difficult, but it was there staring me in the face. I went to bed and 
slept soundly. 
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There were seven the second morning: Ray who asked about 
inaccuracies in the Bible, Terry with whom I had done the second 
half of the yes-no exercise, James who had lost two front teeth, 
and four other men. Dan wasn’t there. None of the combative ones 
had returned. The energy had shifted. I felt it in the air. 


I began by talking about the feminine, about how she was 
being destroyed as evidenced by the destruction of Mother Earth, 
the subjugation of women, men being made to feel badly about 
expressing their feelings and the like. I proposed that, without the 
help of the feminine, we would never get out of our prisons. I then 
stuck my neck out a mile by saying that I thought the feminine 
was one and the same as the Holy Spirit, the Mother side of God. 

Eyebrows raised. Father Anderson turned to face me. “How 
do you figure the Holy Spirit is the feminine?” someone asked. 

“Well, it's said, ‘As above, so below,’ isn’t it?” 

Heads nodded. 

“On Earth you have men and women having sex to make 
children, right? In Christianity you have God the Father and God 
the Son, the child. Well, where’s the mother? I think it’s the Holy 
Spirit. Another way to look at it is this: If you don’t have a female 
side of the Godhead, then why are there women on Earth?” 
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I opined that the yes-no exercise was about the feminine, about 
the destruction of the feminine energy in human beings, men and 
women alike. Few people could say “no” when they wanted to. 
Instead, they willy-nilly said “yes,” denying their feelings and 
emotions which were the domain of the feminine. 

I asked them to consider Jesus’ own life. He did not begin his 
ministry until the Holy Spirit had descended on him in the form of 
a dove at his baptism by John the Baptist. Without the Holy Spirit 
Jesus could not have pulled off all those healings and other 
miracles. It is through Holy Spirit that these things happened. 


1 got a lot of curious looks, so I stopped and waited on them to 
tell me where to go next. Drat, they left me on stage. So I said that 
it occurred to me after the previous afternoon’s session that most 
people had a big problem with receiving. All their lives they were 
given things with hurtful strings attached. Was it safer to steal 
knowing the consequences of getting caught than it was to take a 
gift, not knowing how it would come back and bite you? 


I had brought a lime with me to slice and use with water so 
that I would not lose my voice. As I sliced the lime, I offered to cut 
a slice for everyone. Nobody accepted my offer. “Aw come on, 
take a piece. There are no strings attached,” I teased. Jeremy and 
Ray accepted my offer. 

Burly James who the day before asked, “What’s the catch?” 
when I offered to buy his lunch, looked like he wanted a piece so 
bad he could taste it. I offered him a slice. He crossed his arms and 
pushed back in his chair. 

“Tf I taste it, I will want more. I haven't had fresh citrus since 
I've been in here,” he said, shaking his head. 

That was not the answer I expected. I couldn’t imagine not 
having fresh citrus for five or ten years. Although I believed he 
meant what he said, I sensed there was something deeper he had 
not faced, so I said I wanted to tell a joke. 


A sick man gained audience with God. God asked, “What can I 
do for you my son?” The man asked to be healed of his illness. God 
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said, “Well, that's easy but it will cost you $500.” The man wrote God 
a check for $500, gave it to Him, and was healed of his terrible illness. 


Relieved, he turned to leave, then stopped. “Is there something 
else you want, my son?” God asked. The man, head bowed, said that 
there was indeed something else; he wanted to be forgiven. God said, 
“Well, that’s a little harder; it will cost you $2,500.” The man gladly 
wrote a check for $2,500 and felt forgiven. It was a wonderful feeling. 


He turned to leave, but again stopped. Sensing the man wanted 
something more, God asked, “What else can I do for you my son?” 
The man shuffled his feet around, afraid to look up. God said, 
“Speak up my son, this is your chance.” The man said softly, “I 
would like to feel your grace.” God winced, then said, “Well that’s a 
pretty tall order; it will cost you $5,000.” The man quickly wrote God 
a check for $5,000, and felt God’s grace. It was the most wonderful 
thing he had ever experienced. 


As he turned again to leave, the man stopped one last time. God 
asked, “Well, what else do you want my son?” This time he could 
not say it so he wrote on a piece of paper, folded it, and handed it to 
God. 


At this point in the joke, someone blurted that the man had 
written, “What's the catch?” I laughed and said, “Not exactly, but 
you've sensed what's coming.” 


Anyway, God unfolded the paper and saw written the word, 
“love.” He took a deep breath and said to the man, “I was afraid you 
were going to ask for that. I can give it to you but this baby’s going to 
cost you one tenth of your earnings for the rest of your life!” 


We tooka break. 


During the break, David who had been quiet throughout the 
workshop pulled his chair beside mine and whispered, “You 
know, I was molested when I was a little boy.” 


33 


Prisons & Freedom—Part I 


I paused, then put my hand on his back, looked him square in 
the eye, and said, “I know.” 


Initially startled, he said, “You do know, don’t you?” 


“Yeh, David, we were all molested, everyone of us, and that’s 
why we are in all these prisons. We can talk about all the awful 
things that happened to us, or we can heal. Discovering our 
wounds is a first step to healing, but to finish the job, you have to 
heal in the moment.” 


“But I get so angry sometimes that I can’t do anything. Then I 
start crying.” 

He had earlier shown me his calligraphy and had offered to do 
calligraphy in my current book in progress—the one I thought 
would be the next before I knew I would write this one—which 
shows how good I am at predicting the future. So I knew he was 
artistic and I asked if he liked to draw or paint. 

“Both,” he said. 

“You have art materials in your cell?” 

“Yes.” 

“Then the next time you get angry, paint your anger before 
you start crying. Do this every time you get angry. In that way, 
you will get your anger out of you. It may take a while, but over 
time you will heal this wound. My hunch is that your art will be 
your ticket out of here, and once out you will be able to make a 
living with it.” 

“I wish this workshop was longer than two days,” he said, 
giving me one of the most heartfelt looks I have ever received. 


After the coffee break, Jeremy asked how one went about 
healing after learning the lessons in a calamity. I replied that I 
couldn’t say how he should go about it, that I could only share my 
own healing and tell stories about other people’s healing—or lack 
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thereof. He seemed desperately in need of certainty, so I said 
healing requires trust, or faith as some say. 


I shared that once I was at the end of my rope. I prayed, saying 
that I didn’t want to die, that I felt like a total failure, that I wanted 
to be used, to be of service to humanity. “Thy will, not mine, be 
done,” I said. “After that things changed for me, fast. It was wild; 
it lasted a long time; heck, it’s still going on.” 

“Had I known what the valley of the shadow of death would 
be like, had I had that certainty, then I would never have chosen to 
enter the valley. I would have run off to Australia, and if that had 
not worked, I would have killed myself. In fact, I often prayed to 
die after the dark night started, but the easy way out was not 
allowed to me. Now I wouldn't give anything for the experience, 
and if the angel of death were to come today, then I would gladly 
take her hand.” 

After hearing that, Jeremy said he still didn’t understand. I 
replied that it was impossible to understand what you have not 
experienced, and the only way I knew to experience it was to 
invite it in without any strings attached. Then it would be revealed 
to him—that everybody’s healing was outwardly different, 
although the inner passages were similar. 

Jerry looked lost, so I told a story about a woman friend who 
had contracted breast cancer and had had a breast removed. 


She said that she prayed to God for the cancer not to return. I 
asked if she was in the habit of telling God what to do. She looked 
surprised and asked me how I prayed. 


“ just pray for healing and let God decide how it will manifest,” 
I answered. 


“Well that makes me uncomfortable!” she exclaimed. 
“Why?” 
“Because He may not give me what I want?” 


“No, He might not. But you can bet your boots that He will give 
you what you need.” 
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By the look on his face, Jeremy still hadn’t gotten it, so I told 
another story, this one about a man who likes to explore caves. 


One day, he found a cave the entrance of which had been hidden 
by other cavers, which he said was a no-no in caver circles. So he was 
lucky to find this cave. 

Inside he found a large chamber with a ragged rope hanging 
down from another chamber above. Using his climbing gear, he 
climbed the rope. When he got into the upper chamber, he saw that 
the rope was tied to a three-pronged grappling hook and that only 
one of the three hooks was over a rock. He felt lucky to have made 
the thirty-foot climb without being injured. His lantern revealed 
beautiful stalactites and stalagmites. 


After exploring and enjoying what he said was one of the most 
beautiful caves he had ever seen, he decided to return to the lower 
chamber. He wondered if he could safely descend the way he had 
come up. He closed his eyes and asked if the rope would hold him. 
“YES,” he heard. But when he opened his eyes and looked at that old 
ragged rope and the one prong securing it, he could not do it. So he 
tied the new rope he had carried up with him to one of the 
stalagmites and began his descent holding onto both ropes. The 
stalagmite broke and the old, ragged rope saved him. 


“That's the spiritual path, Jeremy. No certainty. Just the inner 
voice if you can hear it and have the courage to follow it. If you 
can’t hear it or don’t have the courage to do what it tells you to do, 
then it speaks to you in other ways: through sleeping dreams like 
the ones I shared about myself yesterday; or through waking 
dreams like my son’s death, the chronic illness I have had for 
many years, or the cases that landed you men in prison. 


“My hunch is that you approach healing like the caver used 
his new rope and the stalagmite. You hang on to certainty for dear 
life, unable to let go, unable to trust the risky-looking route. I think 
that is what everybody in this workshop does with their case 
appeals and grievances against the prison. They hang onto them 
for dear life, and that’s their undoing.” 
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Undaunted, Jeremy asked what I thought about sleeping 
dreams. I turned to dreams in the Old Testament, about how it 
was generally accepted in those days that dreams came from God. 
Although I didn’t recall all the details, I related as best I could the 
story of Nebuchadnezzar. 


He had a dream that he knew was important but he couldn't 
remember it. He summoned Joseph who was known for his ability 
to interpret dreams. Joseph was happy to help but wanted 
Nebuchadnezzar to tell him the dream which Nebuchadnezzar 
couldn't do. Nebuchadnezzar told Joseph to interpret the dream 
anyway, or be killed along with a bunch of other innocent people. 


Joseph prayed on it and the dream was revealed to him. He 
told the dream to Nebuchadnezzar and said it meant he needed to 
change his ways or he would regret it. Nebuchadnezzar didn’t like 
the interpretation and didn’t change. Then all sorts of bad things 
happened to him and his country. 


Jeremy said he had tried to interpret his dreams and had not 
been able to do it. Clearly he was blocked about going inside—and 
he was also an enigma. As likeable a person as I had ever met, I 
could not imagine why he was in prison. 


But now I think I see it. Jeremy was one of the inmates Father 
Anderson had arranged for me to meet the day before the work- 
shop began. He invited me in to his tidy cell for a visit. Later, 
when we gathered in the chapel so that the inmates and I could 
check each other out, Jeremy was there. 


He asked what my format would be for the workshop, what I 
would cover? I answered that I had no format, that the partici- 
pants would provide the lead and I would do my best to stay out 
of the way. I remember how surprised he looked, like he had 
wanted more structure. 


And I think that was the key. More than anything, Jeremy 
wanted certainty. Did prison walls, rules and routine provide the 
certainty he had not been able to find outside? If so, then it was 
unlikely that he would ever be comfortable on the streets, unless 
he developed a deep, abiding trust in the only thing certain: God. 
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I think it was at this point in the workshop that someone asked 
me if I had faith in God. I said that, to me, faith meant belief, 
which to me implied doubt. I felt that I knew God from having 
had many direct experiences. “Of course,” I said, “there’s no way I 
can know all of God, for that’s impossible for humans, I think. But 
I've bumped into God's big toe, and when I did, I said to myself, 
‘Oh, that toe!” And I've bumped into God's right knee, and when 
I did I said to myself, ‘Oh, that knee!” A couple of the men 
nodded, smiling. 

Hmmm. I've just remembered two other men from the first 
day who had issues similar to Jeremy’s. One, an avowed atheist, 
admitted he came to prison to get away from an insane world. For 
him, prison was easy, providing a roof over his head, food and 
water every day, no job problems, no bills to pay, no nagging wife 
or parents, predictable schedules, uniformly applied rules and 
regulations, and few responsibilities. “I like being in this monas- 
tery,” he said. And perhaps that was exactly where he needed to 
be at that time in his life. Perhaps that is where he could discover 
God, and then be able to cope in the world when he got out. 


The other man explained that going down had been the best 
thing that had ever happened to him. He had been dominated for 
years by his wife who had finally framed him, hoping to really do 
him in. Instead, she had unwittingly freed him. While in, he had 
done a lot of inner work and was soon to be paroled. I cautioned 
him to be on the lookout for another person to come along and 
dominate him like his wife had done. 


“No way, I’m never getting involved with another woman!” 
he assured. Again I cautioned him to stay awake—that these 
patterns had a bad habit of coming back around until they were 
dealt with differently. I reminded him of the yes-no exercise and 
asked if his problem all along had been an inability to say “no” 
when that’s what he felt like saying. He admitted it. I suggested 
that he was now strong enough to do it. Maybe that was all he 
needed to hear to live his new life. My ego would like to think 
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that. So would my soul. Well, again I have digressed. Now back to 
the moming session. 


I noticed Terry (who had wasted all his money on booze, 
drugs and women instead of buying himself new teeth) wiggling 
in his chair as if he was ready to pop. 


“I know this is about looking inside, but I have a legal problem 
involving my mother that I need help with!” he erupted. 


“Tell me about it,” I invited. 


He explained that his beloved grandmother had died, leaving 
a substantial estate, part of which he had been promised. How- 
ever, he was pretty sure from talking to relatives and his grand- 
mother’s lawyer that his mother was bent on spending the entire 
inheritance on herself. More painful, she had not put a stone in her 
own mother’s—Terry’s grandmother’s—grave. He wanted to 
know how to proceed legally against his mother. 


Whew, I thought, a “waking dream“ to interpret. For most of 
the workshop I had felt like Joseph before Nebuchadnezzar, 
knowing there was a dream but not being told what it was. Before, 
I had relied on knowing the facts of a case (the dream), because I 
had found that in the facts were coded messages. I now see that 
the inmates, fearful of discussing their cases, did me a big favor by 
not telling me their waking dreams. That moved me into a more 
intuitive level of working with people. 

Anyway, I told Terry that I thought he was putting the cart 
before the horse—that before taking legal action, he needed to 
have a face-to-face talk with his mother. When I said that, he 
nearly fainted. I sensed right then and there that this was his 
spiritual lesson in the case—separating from his mother by saying 
“no” to her behavior. His tremendous emotional reaction to my 
suggestion had given him away. 

I asked if he had ever had a heart-to-heart talk with her. 

“No, but...” 


“No buts,” I interrupted. “Buts are ego talk, always.” 
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“But she...” 

“No buts. If necessary, you will have to write her. I don’t think 
there's any way to avoid this if you want to heal. In fact, I would 
wager that this is at the root of why you’re here in the first place.” 

We then talked about how he should talk to her: say what he 
knew she had done—how he felt about it—what he wanted to see 
happen. But no attacking, no accusing. “Just the facts, Ma’am,” as 
Sergeant Joe Friday often said on Dragnet. 1 said she would 
probably feel attacked anyway, but that would be her reaction, not 
something he had caused. Sweat beads ran down his face. 

“What's your religion?” I asked. 

“I'm Christian.” 

“Well, there’s good authority for this in the New Testament, in 
Jesus’ own life in fact.” 

He looked perplexed, no doubt wondering what other weird 
interpretation of Christianity I was about to spring. 

“Remember when Mary got on Jesus about hanging out 
around the temple and he told her to back off—that he was about 
his Father's business and she should not concern herself about his 
whereabouts anymore?” 

“Yeh, I remember that.” 


“And do you remember that Jesus also started calling Mary 
“woman” and quit calling her “mother?” 

No answer. 

Well, these incidents reveal his psychological separation from 
her, his getting her out of his system. He still loved her, but he 
didn’t let her live inside of him anymore. That made space in him 
for his real mother, the Holy Spirit.” 

I looked around and I knew for sure that whatever I had said 
before was nothing compared to the leap I had just asked these 
men, including perhaps Father Anderson, to make. 

“But she...” 
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“No buts, Terry. The soul never says ‘but.’ Jesus never said 
‘but.’ He never substituted prayer for right action, but a lot of 
people do that today under the pretense of turning the other 
cheek. Like Jesus, you've got to take action. You've got to stand up 
to her. It will feel to you like you’re dying, and it is a 
psychological death, and that’s why it’s called the valley of the 
shadow of death in the 23rd Psalm. But there’s no other way. Jesus 
said you have to hate your mother and father and so forth to be 
his disciple, and by that he meant to separate from them, to get 
them out of your system. Father Anderson will tell you that Jesus 
said this.” 

Terry looked plaintively at Father Anderson who nodded in 
agreement, then shared a story about how he had symbolically 
accomplished a separation from various of his family members 
without a confrontation. He constructed a board and painted each 
person’s name on it in a different color, I believe he said. Then he 
attached a string to each name and went around the board with a 
pair of scissors cutting each string. After that, he found that he 
related to each of these family members as an adult. 


I wasn’t convinced that approach would work for Terry, so I 
told him about two dreams I had had. The first occurred in the 
summer of 1988. In the dream, my mother ups and announces that 
she is going away for nearly two years to get fixed. 


I had had so many problems with Mom that I had rejected her 
and everything feminine which she represented to me, including 
the Holy Spirit. Yoweeee! So in order to heal, I had to get Mom out 
of my psyche, because without the feminine no healing could 
occur for me. Indeed, after I let the feminine back in, I healed my 
relationship with my father. I did not go into this at the workshop 
other than to say that it required me to accept him as he was, 
which was what I wanted from him. (I share the whole story in 
Part II of this book.) 


After healing with Dad, it was time to heal with Mom. She was 
my first contact with life, and so healing with her was the last 
thing to do. I told the men that the process, which was still 
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unfolding (and which I share in depth in Part II), required my 
saying “no” to all forms of seduction, which the second dream 
about her affirmed was the correct approach. 

In that dream, I am at a party given by my parents. I don't like 
being there and want to leave. Dad helps me arrange a getaway. 
As I walk out the front door, Mom walks over and kisses me on 
the mouth like a woman would kiss her lover. (In real life, this sort 
of thing never physically happened. The incest was psycho- 
logical.) I taste her lipstick. It’s like being licked in the mouth by a 
dog. I gag and wipe it off on the back of my shirtsleeve. Then I 
shout, “Don’t ever do that to me again; that’s not what I want 
from you!” I turn and leave. Outside is a chauffered limousine 
waiting for me. Dad is in the back seat.” 


It was dead quiet. I watched Terry, my reflection. I could see 
his mother in him, seducing him, trying to make him her mate. 
Terry had said the day before that he had had a thousand fathers; 
his mother had never married. 


He was really cooking. Finally he blurted that he had been in 
prison four times and that this was the last time. 


“A four-time loser, huh?” I quipped. 


He faced me and roared, “I'm not a loser! Don't ever call mea 
loser!!!” 


For a moment I felt awful, like I had just eaten both of my 
shoes and my legs up to the knees. Then out of my mouth popped, 
"You're right, and now you need to stand up to your mother the 
way you just stood up to me. Say ‘no’ when you mean it. It’s your 
ticket to freedom.” 


It got real quiet. I waited. 


Ray (who had asked the day before if I thought the Bible could 
be taken literally) said he had had a dream six months previously. 
It had affected him so much that he had drawn it. I invited him to 
proceed and he said he wanted to draw it again. I had never hada 
person draw a dream. Usually they just tell it. Ray did both, 
telling it as he drew it on the drawing board. 


42 


The Second Morning 


The dream was difficult to interpret. Now I see why. It was 
mostly about the future. Thus I won't say anything here that will 
interfere with the natural unfolding of that dream. However there 
is one aspect that I believe can be safely shared because it was 
about two parts of Ray. 


He described driving by a large fish in a canal, a shark—no, 
perhaps it was a porpoise. He wasn’t sure. I asked him to close his 
eyes and imagine the fish. He said he had it in sight. I asked what 
kind of fish it was. It was a porpoise. I asked him to keep watching 
it. Then he said, sometimes it changed to a shark and back to a 
porpoise. But mostly it was a porpoise. 

I asked how he felt about porpoises, and he said, “Friendly.” 
Then I asked him how he felt about sharks, and he said, 
“Dangerous.” I was struck by the fact that porpoises and sharks 
are natural enemies, like dogs and cats. Also, porpoises have been 
known to save swimmers from sharks. But I didn’t know where to 
go next with the dream and said so. 


Jeremy suggested that the characters in our dreams are really 
parts of ourselves. I knew that but had “forgotten” it. Did this 
happen so that Jeremy would use that approach with his own 
dreams? Anyway, I asked Ray if he ever acted like a shark. 


“Sometimes.” 
“Is that your basic nature?” 
“No.” 


I knew from the first day that he was a devout Christian, and 
the polarity between the shark and the porpoise reminded me of 
the good vs. evil, God vs. Satan polarity in traditional Christianity. 
I said that he needed to meditate on the shark, get to know it, 
befriend it, make it feel wanted, let it tell its story, bring it into the 
light, let it heal—that he would never get into heaven without 
taking the shark there, too. 


I asked if I was anywhere near the target or if I should stop. He 
motioned with his hands for me to proceed, saying he liked where 
we were headed. At this time, James interrupted and said he 
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wanted to give his interpretation of the dream. I cautioned him to 
go slow, to let Ray discover it on his own. But James was eager to 
make his point and I let him run with it. 


He then gave a rapid interpretation of the entire dream which 
seemed overly general, certainly shallow, but not damaging to 
Ray’s own process. James then crossed his arms, leaned back in 
his chair and smiled, obviously proud. It was time to break for 
lunch, and we stopped. 


Father Anderson took me to lunch. On the way out of the 
prison he asked how I thought it was going and I said, “Great, the 
Holy Spirit is all around us and I think some good things will 
happen this afternoon.” 


We had a nice visit. If he was upset, he didn’t show it. In fact, 
the only disagreement he expressed was over me saying before 
the men that I wasn’t entirely comfortable with AA because of the 
way it keeps alcoholics feeling they are doomed to a life of 
“recovery”—that they would never heal. 


He thought I meant that they could go back to drinking after 
they got well. I said that was not what I meant at all. Certainly, an 
alcoholic could never safely drink again, but the dismal tone of the 
AA program went much deeper than that, imprisoning the soul, I 
felt. I suggested we weren't really in disagreement. 


Then I shared something that happened the first day. On the 
drive down I had begun to feel very peculiar. Various old 
symptoms had flared up and my left eye felt like a piece of glass 
was stuck in it. By dinner I realized that I was under some sort of 
psychic attack. Immediately I knew it was coming from the 
prison—actually from above it. A dark energy being, one not ina 
physical body, was parked there, attached by an energetic cord to 
one or more of the inmates. 


The Second Morning 


I was surprised, but then I wasn't surprised either. I had been 
trained in simple exorcism procedures for just this kind of thing, 
and so I did an incantation: “Jesus, Jesus, Jesus; Archangel 
Michael, Michael, Michael; send this entity from whence it came 
and bind it there never to return.” Within minutes, I felt better. I 
went outside and walked toward the prison. I sensed the energy 
being retreating. “Get out of here, the party's over!” I ordered. 


Father Anderson listened to this story with keen interest. Then 
I said, “It wasn’t an evil spirit. It had the God spark in it too, but it 
was dark, real dark. I didn’t hurt it—just put it in a different sort 
of prison where it can’t do any more mischief. I think your work at 
the prison will go much better now.” 


“Thope so,” he said. 


Then I told Father Anderson about an experience I had 
recently had with a man whose church had fired its choir director 
after learning she was a lesbian. The story had made the front 
page of my hometown paper and had been the subject of many 
letters to the editor. I told the man that the firing of the lesbian 
reminded me of when people in Jesus’ time shunned “sinners,” 
while Jesus (like Father Anderson) chose to walk with them. 


The man said that although he had not wanted the director 
fired, he felt that other members of the congregation had honored 
biblical teachings which treated homosexuality as a sin. I asked if 
Jesus had not stopped his disciples from preventing a sinful pros- 
titute, Mary Magdalene, from anointing him at The Last Supper? 
The man said prostitution was different from homosexuality. 


I said, to the contrary, the congregation had reacted not to sin 
at all, but to their own unconscious fears of homosexuality in 
themselves—that they had looked outside themselves once again 
for Satan in the same way that the disciples had denied in them- 
selves their own sexual misadventures and desires. 


At first defensive, the man then admitted that he had once 
been concerned that he might be a closet gay and had read a book 
about homosexuality. After reading the book, he no longer felt like 
he might be gay. He admitted that if he had not read that book, 
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then he would have reacted to the lesbian choir director in the 
same way that many of his fellow parishioners had reacted. He 
said that perhaps he would buy a few copies of the book and leave 
them lying around the church. 


Then the man turned the conversation to St. Paul, about what 
a wonderful person he had become after being struck by spiritual 
lightning on the road to Damascus. I sensed this man was of the 
view that being struck by spiritual lightning was the cat’s meow— 
that afterwards, you were completely transformed. So I told hima 
story about myself. 


It happened about three weeks after I asked to be used to serve 
humanity. I was spending the night with my lady friend, Fairley. In 
the middle of the night, I woke up and hovering above me were what 
looked like two angels, one female and one male. Then I “heard” 
these words: “THIS WILL PUSH YOU TO YOUR LIMITS, BUT YOU 
ASKED FOR IT AND WE ARE GOING TO GIVE IT TO YOU.” 

Then I was hit by what felt like a bolt of lightning. It nearly 
knocked me off the bed. Then another bolt, and then a third. I lay 
shaking, dripping in my own sweat. I realized Fairley was awake 
and asked her what she had seen or heard. 

“Only your body jumping all over the place.” 

“You didn’t see the angels?” 


“No, you strange man, I didn’t see the angels.” 


When I finished the story, the man looked confused. So I said: 


“You see, my getting hit by lightning was not an instant 
transformation. Afterwards, I was still pretty much the same—still 
a jerk, still a sinner, still plenty dense about things. I tell you this 
so you won't sit around hoping to get hit by spiritual lightning. 
That was used to open me up, and afterwards many unusual 
things happened. But I never felt ‘born again’ because of just that. 
Now I do, but it was a very long, very hard process, not one I 
would recommend to just anybody.” 
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After I finished telling this story, Father Anderson said, “Three 
lightning bolts: the Father, Son and Holy Ghost." 


I hadn't thought about it that way. I grinned. 


As we walked through the front gate of the prison to finish the 
workshop, he said, “You know, they only let two kinds of people 
in here: the really bad and the really good." 

Waiting for us outside the locked chapel were seven of the 
really good. 
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The Second Afternoon 


Dan who had given me the brief about the sex offender 
program was back. Apologetic, he said he had stayed up all night 
and slept through the morning session. He mentioned nothing 
about the brief which was now in the hands of the A.C.L.U., so I 
did not say anything about it either. I had a hunch the brief was 
not what he needed to talk about, but I didn't see what his real 
issue was—not then. 


We finished with Ray’s dream, and again James wanted to 
strut his stuff. After polishing off Ray’s dream again, he suggested 
that everyone ought to try talking out loud to themselves—that he 
had read this was an effective method of self understanding. He 
used a lot of “other” statements like, “They say,” “One can,” “You 
ought to,” “We all need to,” “It’s said.” Never once did he say, “I.” 


I let him ramble a while, then I said, “James, I believe we all 
got it.” 

He stopped mouth open in mid-sentence, then started 
preaching again. 

‘We got it, James, let it go,” I repeated. 

He stopped. I asked him to tell us how he had used talking to 
himself to heal. He looked trapped. I pushed him to tell us a 
personal story about talking to himself. 
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“Būt. . .” 
“No buts, James, that's your ego.” 
“Bites a” 


“Buts are illegal. Have you ever done this yourself?” 
“But...” 

“Quiet, ego!” I teased. 

“I but a lot don’t I?” 


“Yep, and you preach a lot, too. I know why you but and 
preach so much, why you talk down to others to raise yourself up: 
if you hadn’t done it, then you wouldn’t have survived. But that 
makes you a loner. You drive everybody away by preaching and 
never letting them see the real you. You don’t have to do that 
anymore. Of course, the choice is yours.” 


Tears welled in his eyes. 


Then everybody started talking about how great it was to just 
talk without all the masks, because the masks were surely coming 
down, fast. These men, jammed together like chickens in a com- 
mercial hen house, were as lonely as any people I'd ever met. I 
said that real friends could do this kind of work with each other— 
helping each other see their blind spots (prisons) so that they 
could become more free. 


I shared how the night before, before reading Dan's brief over 
dinner, I drove to a nearby city to visit an old codger named Cliff 
who did with me what I was doing with them. Then I tumed 
around and did it for him. 


He helped me see that I needed to spend more time with 
children to more fully awaken the child-like state in me. I helped 
him see that he needed to spend more time in the world of adults, 
to finish his life. He was a wonderful artist, but he had never sold 
one of his many thousand pieces, reflecting his until then inability 
to be fully in the world. Cliff said he had never been able to talk 
that way with an adult—that the only people he could relate to in 
that way were children. 
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The man who had put Cliff and me together had offered to 
market Cliff's art. Cliff wanted to know if our mutual friend was 
honorable around money. As chance would have it, both my wife 
and I had had some remarkable experiences with this man around 
money, experiences that revealed he was so scrupulous about it 
that it was hard to believe. Cliff breathed a huge sigh of relief to 
hear this. We hugged goodbye, and I returned to my motel to 
have dinner and rest up for the last day of the workshop. 


I paused after telling this story, then said, “You can have these 
sort of friendships in here, but you have to realize that they will 
not happen if you expect somebody else to go first. Look at how I 
have exposed myself to you and to Cliff, look at the risks I take. 
That has run off some people, here in this workshop and else- 
where, but so what? Now I've got a bunch of friends like Cliff. 


“If you want this to happen with other people, like it’s hap- 
pening here today with us, like it happened for Cliff and me, then 
you must take risks in your relationships. Of course, you can't do 
this with just anybody, in here or on the outside either. You have 
to be careful who you choose because there definitely are people 
who will take advantage of you, but you can do it, you can have 
real friends if you want them. But you will have to make it safe for 
them by going first. Hell, we're all naked before God anyway, so 
what's the big deal about hiding from everybody. God is in 
everyone of you, and most of you can see right through each 
other's clever masks anyway.” 

I asked James to tell us a personal story, one that would let his 
own special God vibration manifest. Man did he look unhappy. 
But then he told one of the funniest stories I had ever heard about 
something that happened when he was a major league baseball 
umpire. Speaking of cause and effect, he had spent most of his life 
judging other people, personally and in his umpiring job, and then 
a judge had judged him and put him in the penitentiary. 
Cowabunga!!! 


I can’t do this story justice, so I'll just do my best. Here goes. 
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James made a call that really pissed off a major league manager 
who stormed red-faced out of his dugout, jumping up an down, 
calling the grass a sonofabitch, the base line a motherfucker—all 
understood to be intended for James, but not stated in such a way 
that James could legally eject him. 

The manager ranted and raved five minutes, while James just 
watched. Like a pawing bull, the manager raked a huge mound of 
dirt onto homeplate with his cleats, knowing full well who would 
have to clean it off. Finally, James said, “Bill, I was checking my 
umpiring schedule just this morning and you know what? I dis- 
covered that I'm going to be umpiring your team’s games for the 
next two weeks.” 


Well, old Bill nearly choked and probably shit in his pants, but 
didn’t tell anybody that. Quivering like an enraged bull stopped by 
the hand of God in mid air from goring a matador, he backed all the 
way into his dugout. 


The next morning James got a call from the president of the 
umpire association saying he would have to fine him. After the 
game, old Bill had made a written report admitting that he had done 
plenty of things to get himself kicked out of the game but that, 
instead of kicking him out, James had told him, “Bill, I’m umpiring 
your next two weeks’ games and you're going to pay for this old 
buddy, you can count on it!” The report had been forwarded to 
James’ president, thus the telephone call. 

On hearing the accusation, James laughed and said, “Well, I did 
tell him that I would be umpiring his next two weeks games, and 
then he assumed that I would make him pay for it. Now did I break 
the rules or not?” The president decided not to take the matter any 
further. 


As you read this story, you probably felt like you were reading 
something by Mark Twain, something very funny, very human, 
and very instructive. Not once did you feel preached to, but the 
messages were there nonetheless. And this is just what I told 
James—that he would win many friends and make his points in 
ways people could hear by telling stories. I also suggested that he 
probably could write the funniest book about baseball that had 
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ever been written and that it could be his ticket to freedom. The 
look on his face made the whole trip worthwhile. 


He said, “I could write a book unlike any ever before written. 
I've umpired in the majors, the minors and prison.” 


I sure hope he writes it and that he asks me to be his literary 
agent. I mean to say, that book will burn the bookshelves like one 
of Nolan Ryan’s fastballs. 


I stopped. Nobody seemed to have anything else to talk about. 
I looked at Dan, inviting him to talk about the problem with the 
sex offender program, but he said nothing. It felt finished even 
though we still had an hour and half to go. Everybody agreed. 


Then I thought of one other thing, an experiment I'd never 
before tried. I asked the men to sit straight in their chairs and to 
close their eyes as I led them through a short meditating prayer. 
They complied and I closed my eyes and said: 


“Holy Spirit, show yourself to these men in any way they can 
receive you—by a sensation in their bodies, an image, words, 
memories, music, colors, it doesn’t matter, just let them feel you. And 
you men, to feel her, you need to open youself to her, to become 
female to let Her in.” 


No telling how the steamroller man would have handled that 
one. Anyway, he wasn’t there. 

Right off, tears welled in me, then a feeling of being caressed. 
That passed. I sat about three minutes and nothing else happened 
for me. I asked the men to slowly return to their normal 
consciousness. 

Only two reported having experienced anything—James and 
Ray. James said he felt his body really relax. Ray said he got an 
image of his mother’s smiling face. 

“What was that like for you?” 


“Really nice, I haven't seen her smile in a long, long time. All 
I've brought her for years is grief.” 
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I didn’t want to touch that with a ten-foot pole. Why mess 
with something that's fixing itself? 

“Well, that’s it, then, I think,” I said. 

“Not so fast, Sloan, you need to sign these diplomas,” David 
said, handing me seven simple calligraphed “Certificates of Com- 
pletion” he had prepared during the afternoon session. 

I signed each one of them “Holy Spirit,” and was handed one 
of my own signed by Father Anderson. 


Then David and Ray each pulled out a drawing they had done 
(Damn, Ray was an artist, too!), presents for me that all of the men 
were to sign on the back. 


David’s was a colored pencil drawing of a farm house and 
barn beside a waterfall, all surrounded by several pine trees. Ray’s 
was a watercolor of Rodin's “The Thinker” sitting on a stump. In 
the background was a passing sailboat with the word “Sloan” 
written on the side. In the boat's wake leapt two porpoises. 


“The thinking man is us in prison. The man in the sailboat is 
you sailing in and out of here with your gifts,” he said. 


Perhaps, but perhaps the man in the sailboat was Ray sailing 
out of there, followed by a porpoise and a shark that had been 
transformed into a porpoise? Who can say? 

As I waited for them to all inscribe something on the back of 
each piece of art, James asked, “Sloan, what do you think of us?” 

I had earlier shared how I had been an avid, perhaps rabid 
whitewater canoeist for many years, but had lost interest in 
risking my neck physically after I started paddling so much inner 
whitewater. This had come up in the context of risktaking and 
how that related to committing crimes. 

I had suggested that people had to take risks to stay alive— 
that it was an essential human need. Most people took outward 
risks, either by engaging in dangerous sports activities, or by, say, 
driving fast, having affairs out of wedlock, taking dangerous 
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drugs and committing other crimes. Few tested themselves by 
going inside, by paddling inner whitewater. 

With this in mind, I looked at this brawny man, strong enough 
to lift me over his head with ease—or snap me like a matchstick— 
and said, “I’d run the river with you guys any day.” And I meant 
it, too. 


I then gave each of them a big hug and the rest of my lime. I 
can’t remember if James took a piece this time or not. 


Dan and I walked out together. I complimented him on how 
well written his brief was. Then I said that I thought much of the 
problem with the sex rehabilitation program was the inmates’ 
karma. He agreed, but said that didn’t make it any less repre- 
hensible. 


I concurred, but added that, in my opinion, they would never 
be able to straighten the program out, nor could they hope to staff 
it with therapists or counselors who could help these men heal. 
My sense was that therapy could not heal the spiritual wounds 
that had caused these men to do what they had done. Only the 
Holy Spirit could do that. (Well, I guess I talked to Dan about sex 
after all, just not the kind of sex most people understand.) 


Then to my surprise, Dan said he was studying religion and 
hoped to become a deacon in the Church. Given his interest in The 
Messianic Legacy, he would be an interesting deacon indeed. And 
just now I see Dan’s ticket out of his inner prisons. 


Almost certainly, Dan’s childhood religious wounds were at 
the root of his sex crime. His coming back into a positive 
relationship with religion, then moving through the form into the 
substance as I did, will heal that wound and free him. Then he will 
help others heal their religious wounds and free themselves. The 
amazing Holy Spirit gives each and every one of us a tailor-made 
plan for healing. 
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Father Anderson walked me to my car and we hugged good- 
bye. I got home a few hours later, tired but feeling good. The next 
morning, the newspaper in my hometown reported that the U.S. 
Supreme Court had just ruled that prison inmates could not 
prevail in a lawsuit against cruel and unusual punishment unless 
they could prove that the prison had acted with the intention of 
inflicting cruel and unusual punishment. 


In other words, if a state legislature does not appropriate 
money for inmates’ basic needs, then that’s just tough. If sex 
offender counselors, biased as they might be, kick inmates out of 
rehabilitation programs for missing just one session, then that’s 
just too bad. If James doesn’t get new teeth, so what? If inmates 
never get citrus, who cares? 


Curiously, two months earlier the Supreme Court had handed 
down a decision that virtually barred indigent appeals to that 
court. And two weeks after my visit to the prison, Justice 
Thurgood Marshall, the last liberal member of the Court, 
announced his retirement. 


As grim as this appears, I wonder if there isn’t a silver lining? 
Perhaps these legal “reversals” will help immates quit complain- 
ing about their plights, bad as they often are, and cause them 
instead to take the ragged rope held by only one prong of the 
grappling hook. If they find God in themselves like the artist- 
gardener did, then what else matters? 
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I received this follow-up letter from Father Anderson: 


Dear Sloan: 


Just a brief note to thank you for leading our “Legal 
Conflicts” Seminar this past Friday and Saturday. 

I thought it went well, and the men who attended all four 
sessions found it helpful in their own lives, I am sure. It is 
difficult to predict or second guess how well a “non-traditional” 
Christian program will be received by inmates who are accus- 
tomed to a more traditional format—and I use the term non- 
traditional in the same sense you used it. 

The request for more of your books by the men who were 
here who did not get an earlier copy is indicative, I think, of their 
interest in what you brought them. 


Again, on behalf of the men here, thank you. 
Faithfully, 
Father Anderson, Chaplain 


I had been gathering books which I felt some of the men might 
enjoy: a different view of Christianity for Dan, a substantive 
dream interpretation book for Jeremy, a baseball book for James, 
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and a right-brain (feminine) approach to drawing and painting for 
Ray and David. The next day I replied to Father Anderson’s letter: 


Dear Father Anderson: 

Thank you for allowing me into your parish. The entire 
experience was for me quite remarkable, and I hope you didn’t 
catch too much flack about my unorthodoxy. Perhaps the partici- 
pants might have benefited from having read my book before 
deciding if they wanted to attend. 

With respect to the enclosed books, Lineage by Bo Lozoff is 
for you. You might especially enjoy the second story which 
reminds me of you. The Gnostic Gospels is for Dan, Men at Work 
for James, Dreams and Healing for Jeremy, and Drawing On the 
Right Side of the Brain (2 copies) for Ray and David. 

Some of the men wanted a copy of The High Legal Road, and if 
you will advise me how many books are needed, I will have 
them sent to you for distribution. 

Again, thanks. 

In peace, 
Sloan Bashinsky 


I guess the thing I will most remember about Father Anderson 
is what he told me about his coming to the prison some ten years 
ago. He had had a regular parish for about twenty years and had 
never really liked it. He left his church, went through a divorce, 
got into AA, and remarried. Then he landed the chaplain’s job at 
the prison. “It was like I had found an oasis in a huge desert. It 
was home,” he said. 

In little law, as well as in BIG LAW, there’s a doctrine called 
“substance over form.” I found Father Anderson long on sub- 
stance and short on form. He never pulled out his prayer book, the 
redundant recital of which in church nearly drove me away from 
God. He never recited the liturgy. He never tried to censor me. 


Thank you Father Anderson. The men in your care are in good 
hands. Under your loving care, your flock will thrive and expand. 
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Although you never came close to converting me—in fact you 
never even tried—you did give me a new and positive experience 
with an Episcopal minister. 

Praise God from whom all blessings flow; praise Father, Son 
and—well, should I say it? Yeh, think I will—Praise Father, Son 
and the blessed Holy Mother. How's that, Mom? I came back to 
the Episcopal Church. Well, sort of. 


Even later... 


About a month after the workshop, the state supreme court 
ruled the state death penalty law unconstitutional. 


Several of the inmates—Ray, Dan, James and David—and I 
have been corresponding. As our friendships deepen, I realize 
more and more that the barriers I create between myself and other 
people are just another type of prison. 


Part II 


My Prisons & Escapes 


Hello Again 


After completing Part I of this book, I gave it to my friend and 
publisher, J, and asked her to find a reader who didn’t know me. 
She loaned the manuscript to a friend's mother, who after reading 
it, wrote the following note: 


Dear J, 


I really like Sloan’s manuscript. It's written in a personal way 
that is very readable. He doesn’t elevate himself from the men in 
any way. I would have loved to have been there with him. 


The personal prison concept was very interesting and 
absolutely true for me. I haven't really thought of believing in 
the Bible, but after reading about the “lilies of the field,” etc., it’s 
set me to thinking. 

I think he could make a longer book out of it. I for me want 
more. I was extremely touched by the death of his son and 
would have liked to hear more about his realizations—more than 
he shared with the inmates. In fact, the whole experience of 
reading it yesterday has simply whet my appetite—and made 
me want more. 


Sincerely, 
P 
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I had toyed with an autobiography for over a year, but each 
attempt felt “off,” too personal, too raw and sensitive, too nar- 
cissistic. P’s letter felt like an invitation to share my own prisons 
and escapes, so I stitched together much of what I'd written into a 
rough draft of Part II and passed the whole manuscript around to 
various friends for their impressions. 


Overall the reactions were encouraging, but still something 
nagged me deep inside, something I wanted to ignore because to 
heed it would mean throwing out much of my own story which I 
was eager to tell. So I plunged toward publication. Then in the 
final hour I hit a wee snag—a lawyer friend of the Christian 
persuasion who felt very strongly that my family would be 
injured by some of the material in Part II. He was also concerned 
that aspects of Part II would be used against me some day. 


I thanked him for his feedback, saying I would seriously 
consider the effect Part II would have on my family. After all, the 
book was supposed to be about healing and the first rule of 
healing, as postulated by the father of healing, Hippocrates, is: 
“First do no harm.” With respect to my friend’s concern about the 
material being used against me, I replied that I was past the point 
of worrying about what others think or say about me. 


Not long after receiving my lawyer friend’s response, I had a 
series of disturbing dreams suggesting that I was trading on my 
psychic “inheritance,” that I needed to quit trying to make a living 
by writing about the different ways that I felt I had been abused as 
a child. 

Then my wife, Betty, finally got around to reading the finished 
product. She too was concerned about the fallout on my family. 
She was also jaded from having heard all the stories, more than 
once I might add, and was of the opinion that I needed to leave 
the past and start living. As is my habit, I sulked a while, then 
thanked her for being honest—and right on the money. 


That led to a rewrite of Part Il, leaving only the bare skeleton 
necessary for readers to understand my awakenings and healing, 
still very much in progress with the ultimate outcome paradox- 
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ically as dark as ever. That's right. There's no exciting happy 
ending where some Jesus type—a physician, shaman, psychic, 
minister or guru—waves a magic wand and causes me to live 
happily ever after. 


Sure, miracles do happen for a few people, but as far as I can 
tell, experiencing a miracle healing is not the spiritual path. 
Perhaps a miracle can be a spiritual beginning, but it can just as 
easily create the illusion that you are fully realized, that the 
struggle is over when in fact it has only just begun. The crippled 
man learned this immediately after Jesus healed him. Walking 
away with his cot, he was arrested for “working” on the Sabbath. 


Parts of what you are about to read may seem really“ off,” even 
crazy. Believe me, I often feel plenty crazy at times, and I’m 
reasonably sure that many psychiatrists would confirm that 
diagnosis and give me the types of drugs that crazy people are 
given and perhaps put me in the type of place that crazy people 
are put, even if they aren’t really crazy, even if what is really 
going on in them is something psychiatrists are never taught in 
medical school—the dark night of the soul, reunion with God. 


My sense is that you will find similarities between my dark 
journey and your own, even if your outward circumstances 
markedly differ from mine. I do not base this assertion on 
conjecture. Rather I base it on the many times that people 
(including women) who come to me for help find uncanny 
parallels between their inner passages and my own. Seldom do we 
wander more than a few feet apart, and my hunch is that you and 
I are groping along quite close together because we share the same 
spiritual wound caused by the sacred male “trinity”—paternalism, 
capitalism and Judeo-Christian religion. 


That said, let’s continue our dark journey home. 
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I Beg Your Pardon? 


One of my favorite books is G. I. Gurdjieff's Meetings With 
Remarkable Men. In that book, Mr. Gurdjieff recounts a story from 
his upstart days when he thought he was on the spiritual path. In 
the story, he found a Dervish master. This was a big thing for the 
young Gurdjieff because he knew that you don’t find Dervish 
masters; they find you and make it look like you found them. 


Hoping to make a big impression, Gurdjieff quizzed the 
Dervish about various breathing practices. The Dervish knew that 
Gurdjieff didn’t know beans about breathing practices and replied 
that indeed there was a science of breathing, but since Gurdjieff 
knew so little about it, he was likely to hurt himself. He advised 
Gurdjieff to stop doing breathing practices. 

Later over a meal, the Dervish asked Gurdjieff why he chewed 
every bite thirty or forty times. Gurdjieff replied that it was a yoga 
practice he had learned from a book. The Dervish told Gurdjieff 
that if he continued to eat that way, then his stomach would get 
lazy. By the time he was an old man, he wouldn't be able to digest 
his food. He advised Gurdjieff to eat broken bones so that his 
stomach would get a lot of exercise. 


The Dervish paused, then said, “Let God kill him who himself 
does not know and yet presumes to show others the way to the 
doors of His kingdom.” That stopped Gurdjieff dead in his tracks, 
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silenced his tongue, and opened his ears, perhaps for the very first 
time in his life. 

I had an encounter with a “Dervish” a few years ago. It hap- 
pened in Santa Fe where I had moved to find “God” after being 
unable to find “Him” in my hometown of Birmingham, Alabama. 


Ellen, a new-found elderly friend, took me to a gathering of 
citizens concerned about nuclear proliferation. I quickly assessed 
that the participants were “save-the-world liberals,” the types that 
flitted from one cause to another, raising much commotion but 
solving nothing. Their immediate passion was to sponsor a local 
“dialogue” between the liberal and conservative elements of tiny 
Santa Fe, hoping in some way to stop nuclear proliferation all over 
the world. They just seemed too good—too righteous—and so I set 
out to teach them. 


“What good will it do if the governments of nations with 
nuclear weapons are not a part of the dialogue?” I asked, pleased 
to have been so quick-minded. 


That piercing question had absolutely no effect on their liberal 
enthusiasm, but instead caused them to all turn and face me in the 
same way that buffaloes used to turn and face a pack of starving 
wolves before all the buffaloes and wolves were killed off by the 
real wolves: American capitalists. 


So I tried another even more devious tact. “You know,” I said, 
“I just moved to Santa Fe from Birmingham where blacks and 
whites can’t get along, and to my surprise I have found in this so- 
called spiritual community that there are not just two, but three 
races here that don’t get along: Hispanics, Indians and Anglos. 
How can you solve the world nuclear proliferation problem when 
you can’t solve the racial problems in your own community?” 


I gloated over their sour looks. But then the host ruined my 
party by saying, “This has been tried many times. It’s never once 
worked and it never will. And you, Sloan, you’re closer to it with 
what you say, but still you look outward. The only thing you can 
change is yourself. If you do that, then the things you don’t like 
around you will begin to change, creating a ripple effect away 
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from you. If you don't change yourself, then nothing around you 
will change. Your reflection, which the world gives back to you, 
will remain the same.“ 


I beg your pardon? How could this have happened to me, a 
savvy lawyer, the champion of the oppressed, the darling of con- 
sumer advocates and the media, and a walking dictionary of 
health and healing knowledge to boot? I could outline in detail a 
Pritikin, macrobiotic, or raw food diet. I practiced Tai Chi. I knew 
all about homeopathy, pendulum dowsing, radionics and kinesi- 
ology. I was enrolled in massage school. Hey man, I had had some 
experiences. I knew some things. 


Yet there was no hiding my flushed, embarrassed look or 
denying the yucky taste of shoe leather. The others looked like 
kids whose ice cream had just fallen out of their cones into a mud 
puddle, all except Ellen who looked pensive. A few weeks later 
she told me that the dialoguers had found another place to meet. 
When she withdrew from the group, these so-called “friends” 
shunned her. 


Several months later the dialogue was reported in the Santa Fe 
newspaper. Both sides did a lot of arguing but neither side heard a 
word the other said. Nothing resolved; nothing changed, in the 
world, or in those people. Nothing. And nothing changed in me, 
either. Nothing. 


After graduating from massage school, taking a few “graduate 
courses” in the body-mind-spirit connection, getting divorced 
from my second wife, Jane (who had put up with all my searching 
for myself without giving me a moment's flack about it), and 
breaking up with my new lady friend, Fairley, I moved to another 
city in September of 1987 to take the Hakomi training. 


Hakomi, an ancient Hopi Indian word, means something like, 
“How do I (you, we) stand in relation to these many realms.” The 
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work is a body-mind-spirit method of healing. Hakomi's founder, 
Ron Kurtz, lives in Ashland, Oregon, and one of the offices of the 
Hakomi Institute is located there also. 

As a condition to taking the training, I was required to do out- 
side work with an Hakomi therapist. I selected a man known as 
“Lucky” who was also one of the trainers. One session we had 
together early in the training was especially important. 

During this session we talked about my completing the 
training and returning to the “real” world to do healing work. I 
said I would be nervous about that because people would be 
watching me. 


“Who will be watching you?” Lucky asked. 

“My father, my family, my old friends, the lawyers,” I 
answered. 

“And what will it be like for them when they see you?” 

“They will be nervous, afraid,” I said, puzzled at saying that. 

“Nervous and afraid of what?” he asked. 

“Of what they see in me,” I said, beginning to cry. 

“And what do they see? Go very slowly here; let the answer 
come to you, Sloan,” he cautioned. 


I sat a few seconds, then began to wail. I cried so hard that I 
couldn’t speak. He waited. When I calmed down, he asked again, 
“What do they see?” 


“They see that I’m free!” I sobbed, tears of joy streaming down 
my face. 


At that moment, I got an inner image of two angels, one a 
large male, the other, a smaller female, standing in front of me, 
inviting me to walk between them. They looked like the same two 
angels I had seen when I was with Fairley earlier in the year, as 
described in Part I of this book. 


Not long afterwards, I had a vision that I would write another 
book about the law. This surprised me because I thought I was 
finished with both writing and with the law. 
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My earlier books had been well received by consumer advo- 
cates, the press and the media, and I had even been interviewed 
by Jane Pauley on NBC's Today Show. But the books sold poorly 
because my publisher, Simon & Schuster and its subsidiary, 
Prentice Hall Press, never got bookstore distribution. It wasn’t 
really their fault. Simon & Schuster was acquired by Gulf & 
Western about the time I came on board. Then Simon & Schuster 
turned around and bought Prentice Hall. Both publishing houses 
were in turmoil and my books got lost in the shuffle. 


As to the law, twelve years in private practice had been quite 
enough. It wasn’t that there was something inherently wrong with 
being a lawyer; it was because there was something in me that 
wasn’t suited to be one. I exited the law with my third book, Kill 
All the Lawyers???, a rhetorically questioned, wry treatment of the 
lawyer-client relationship. 


Unfortunately most people didn’t see the question marks and 
read the book thinking (or hoping) it killed all the lawyers. In fact, 
it killed as many problematic clients as it killed bad lawyers, and 
most people who read it didn’t like it—lawyers because it gave 
away more about them than they wanted lay people to know; lay 
people because it made them equally responsible for the lawyer- 
client relationship working well. So the book probably wouldn’t 
have sold well even if it had gotten into the bookstores. And there 
was another reason it and my earlier books didn’t sell that I will 
go into later. 


Well you can imagine how pumped up I was about having my 
own personal angels and being told by God that I was supposed 
to write a book that would transform the law. Thinking I was the 
legal Jesus, I cranked out page after page even though I didn’t 
know beans about applying spiritual laws to secular legal 
problems. Fortunately, the people who were kind enough to read 
the early manuscript drafts were also kind enough to tell me to go 
back and write it again. 


Finally the book began to take shape, thanks to Providence 
sending me people with cases that I realized could be interpreted 
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like sleeping dreams. I “discovered” what I suspect the Dervish 
have known forever—that legal problems, like any other calami- 
ties, are only calamities if you have a victim view of life. If you 
have a different view, one I had never heard of before I started 
writing the book, then you treat calamities as spiritual teachers. 


In other words, calamities are not accidents, nor are they all 
somebody else’s fault or punishment from God. Rather they are 
our own creations, or perhaps it might be more compassionate to 
say that they are there for a damn good reason. If we can glean the 
reason, then we can grow through the adversity, but if we don’t 
get the reason, or if we go around blaming others or wailing “Why 
me, God?!!!,” then nothing changes and we get another chance 
later—sometimes sooner than later. 


Armed with this keg of spiritual dynamite, I set out to save 
people from their legal and other woes. I could tell a zillion stories 
about my adventures in ignorance which completely refute my 
mother’s life-long contention that “Ignorance is bliss.” But per- 
haps one that occurred soon after I joined a local holistic business 
association (HBA) in the fall of 1988 gives a flavor for the whole. 


I joined the HBA hoping to attract from that organization 
people to heal and then write about in the new law book. I found 
slim pickings because almost all the members were “healers” too 
In fact, my city had as many healers per capita as did Santa Fe. It 
was amazing that there was a single sick person in either place. 
And yet almost every healer I knew was in some way or another 
as sick as I was. Maybe Hippocrates was wrong about physicians 
first healing themselves. 


The HBA folded when its leaders split off to form an associat- 
ion of holistic healers to wage a vicious legal battle against the 
monopolistic state medical association. I assumed that the medical 
association represented to the holistic healers their own domina- 
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ting childhood authority figures, as well as economic competition. 
So I called the leader of the holistic healers and offered to help 
them overcome their unresolved battles with their parents. Fortu- 
nately he didn’t kill me. 


About this time Peggy Wright, the sole remaining HBA board 
member, invited me and other members to a brainstorming meet- 
ing at her home to explore “new directions” for HBA. I realized at 
the meeting that Peggy had called us together to rescue HBA and 
thereby save an organization dedicated to rescuing. 


In fact, Peggy later revealed that HBA ’s first chairwoman had 
said through angrily-clenched teeth at the organizational meeting, 
“We are forming HBA to change the world.” No doubt they had 
wanted to change the world ever since they first realized as 
infants that they didn’t like the world around them. 


Anyway, I secretly resolved to do whatever I could to kill the 
old HBA and turn it into an organization that taught people how 
to quit being rescuers. Imagine that. A rescuer saving rescuers 
from rescuing! 


After many grueling meetings, the board came up with a new 
set of principles for HBA. The central theme was that the outer 
world reflects inner reality, that if we do not like what is around 
us, then we should change what is in us. (Now where did I first 
hear that?) Great principles but hard to apply, especially for dyed- 
in-the-wool rescuers. 


Undaunted that we were not ourselves following the new 
principles we had only just proposed, we mailed copies of the new 
agenda to the membership with an invitation to attend an open 
forum at Peggy’s home. We speculated as to how we would 
accommodate the anticipated horde and spent half an evening just 
figuring out how to make them all feel comfortable. 


The night of the meeting nobody but the board showed up. 
The membership clearly did not want to be rescued, at least not by 
us. We on the board had a most interesting evening looking at the 
egg on each other’s faces. After all, nothing looks more forlorn 
than a jilted rescuer. 
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However we did receive a letter that day from the people who 
had splintered off from HBA to form the holistic healing associa- 
tion. The letter warned of dire consequences if we changed the 
original principles of HBA—a counter-rescue to protect the rescue 
operation they had abandoned. They complained about the 
monopolistic practices of the medical association and then turned 
around and tried to monopolize us. Tsh, tsh. 


This brings me back to Mr. Gurdjieff. In his allegorical opus, 
Beelzebub's Tales to His Grandson, Beelzeub (Gurdjieff), having 
turned over an new leaf and redeemed himself before God, 
undertakes to teach his grandson (the reader) the real scoop about 
everything. Somewhere in that book, Beelzebub tells his grandson 
a startling fact that somehow I think is behind what I was told at 
that save-the-world meeting in Santa Fe. 


Beelzebub explains that there is a certain type of fine energy 
that the Earth, the solar system and, indeed, all of Creation needs 
to survive. On Earth, this energy is created in one of two ways: by 
human beings consciously evolving or by them dying. Either way, 
this critical energy is released. The implication is: the more con- 
scious human evolution there is, the fewer wars, famines, diseases 
and natural disasters there are—and vice versa. Yow!!! 

I think this at least in part explains why Jesus said, “Take the 
plank out of your own eye first and then you will see clearly 
enough to remove the splinter from your brother's eye.” Indeed, 
Beelzebub confided to his grandson that of all the world’s great 
teachers, the one whose teachings had the greatest likelihood of 
helping humanity were those of “St. Jesus.” Jesus, like Mr. 
Gurdjieff, like every other person who had the real scoop, knew 
that you first have to get your own house in order if you want to 
see any improvement around you. 
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I can’t remember when I first started telling other people how 
to live. Maybe it was because of my mother, may she rest in peace, 
and her ministers at St. Luke’s Episcopal Church. Or maybe it was 
because of Mt. Brook Baptist Church where I was told every 
Sunday that I was going straight to hell unless I gave my life to 
Jesus. Holy cow, how could I give my life to somebody I didn’t 
even know, somebody I could never know because he had died 
nearly 2,000 years before I was born? Besides, didn’t Jesus himself 
say to give my life to God? Who was I to believe? 


The truth is, I get mixed up about whom to blame for this. You 
see, until I was twelve I went to Mt. Brook Baptist. Mom and 
Dad's families were Baptists, and that had been the family church 
for generations. Dad never took much interest in church, or so 
Mom thought. One day she announced that if he didn’t get more 
involved, then she was going to join nearby St. Luke’s because she 
really did like its minister, Lee Graham. Furthermore, she said that 
if she changed churches, then she was going to take her children 
to that church, too. 


Dad didn’t get more involved in Mt. Brook Baptist, and Mom 
kept her promise. Then all hell broke loose. You would have 
thought she had been caught in bed with Rev. Graham, and 
perhaps it would have been better for her if that had happened 
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instead. For days she was battered by telephone calls from her 
parents, Dad’s father and the Baptist minister. I suppose she was 
told more than once that she was going straight to hell. That was a 
popular saying around Mt. Brook Baptist. 


Well, St. Luke’s sure was different. None of that going- 
straight-to-hell business. They bored me to hell instead. I longed 
for the danger and excitement at Mt. Brook Baptist, but Mom was 
determined that I would be a good little acolyte after I was 
confirmed. 


So every summer Saturday afternoon when a twelve-year-old 
boy should be playing baseball or fishing, I sat in a hot room with 
six miserable kids my age and the curate, Ben Smith, being drilled 
on the redundant Apostles’ and Nicene Creeds and the Ten Com- 
mandments. I especially resented the “Thou shall not kill“ one, 
because I wanted to kill them for killing me in Jesus’ name. 


Finally came the day of confirmation. I had heard nothing but 
praise for Bishop Carpenter, and I suppose he was a good man. 
But boy were his hands big. And when he turned the chalice up 
for me to drink the wine—my first ever taste of alcohol or the 
blood of Christ, it went down my windpipe. I nearly choked to 
death right then and there. Earlier that year a hot one-hop ground 
ball had gone under my glove and crunched my nuts, my first bad 
sexual experience. Choking on the blood of Jesus was the second. 


It really upset Dad that I never remembered a word of Rev. 
Graham or Ben Smith’s sermons. He gave Mom hell about that 
because I had always remembered the sermons at Mt. Brook 
Baptist. You usually remember things that terrify you, unless they 
terrify you so badly that you forget them altogether. I think a lot of 
my friends had that happen. 
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I refused to be an acolyte. Rev. Graham tried to talk me into it. 
Then the curate, Ben Smith, tried his hand. Then the next curate, 
John Fletcher. No way, get out of my face. 


You can imagine how much it bothered Mom that I didn’t 
cotton to St. Luke’s. Just put yourself in her shoes. Think how 
awful it must have been for her that her oldest son didn't give a 
hoot about the church she had risked life and limb to join. That 
must have nearly killed her, and perhaps that’s why she nearly 
killed me with her religion. 


Maybe that’s why I minded everybody else’s business. My 
ministers and momma made me in their image. God bless them; I 
never wanted to be made in God’s image anyway. I mean, who 
would want to be like the old, gray-haired god shaking his long, 
bony finger at you over at Mt. Brook Baptist? Or the tranquilized 
one at St. Luke’s that made you kneel until you fainted, or 
mesmerized you into a stupor with monotonous repetitions out of 
the Book of Common Prayer? It was amazing, but it wasn’t grace; 
it was child abuse, and it divorced me from God. 


So there you have it. I became a raving proselytizer because I 
had the Baptist cross and the Episcopal chalice jammed down my 
little throat. Ever since, I've been going around forcing my beliefs 
down other people’s throats, acting like a spiritual rapist. 


Is it possible that the Jehovah’s Witnesses who loved to tor- 
ment me as much as I loved to pretend to be interested in what 
they had to say so I could play mind games with them, is it 
possible that they were raped just like me? Oh damn, is it possible 
that that is why they found me so easily? Were we kindred rape 
victims inside, but plumed differently on the outside? 

And what about all those pro-lifers who try to verbally rape 
my daughters—telling them to raise unwanted babies, babies who 
will certainly be tortured by unwilling parents? Why would pro- 
lifers want that for babies, unless perhaps they had choked to 
death on fundamentalistic sexual taboos and now are compelled 
to choke other people tit for tat? Isn’t that the Golden Rule? 
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Aw come on, I don’t mean to just pick on pro-lifers. Why I 
could just as easily pick on pro-choicers like my daughters. All 
that hollering about choice, as if their very lives were at stake. No 
doubt, rabid pro-lifers remind my daughters of when I jammed 
my own rabid views down their tiny throats whether they wanted 
that cuisine or not. 


I wonder which group, the pro-lifers or the pro-choicers, has 
the highest percentage of tonsils and adenoids intact, the highest 
percentage of breathing problems, the highest percentage of 
sexual dysfunction and sexual organ disease? Shucks, if you didn’t 
hear their slogans, I bet you couldn’t tell them apart. 


I thought it was my job to teach my daughters what I thought 
was best for them. After all, “Father knows best!” Then one day 
this guy who had studied with a so-called “saint” in India had the 
audacity to say: 


“Sloan, have you ever considered the possibility that your 
children are not your children? Yes, you heard right. Have you 
considered the possibility that your children are not your children? 
Did it ever occur to you that they are God's children and that you 
don’t own any part of them—that you are merely a custodian? You 
really don’t have to do much for them, other than stopping them 
from putting their fingers in light sockets and running out in the 
traffic. God’s quite capable of teaching them how to be their real 
selves which is not something you are capable of doing since you 
don’t yet know your own real self. You do trust God to do the right 
thing, don’t you?” 


I beg your pardon?! I hate to admit it but that guy had a pro- 
found effect on me. Not that I would ever admit it to him though. 
Be cunning as serpents, Jesus said. Why admit my mistakes if I 
don’t have to? Besides, my daughters didn’t need his help. They 


78 


MTT 


Momma's Little Man 


had taken me aside one day when they were in their early teens, 
saying with the softest look in their eyes I had ever seen, “Daddy, 
we don't want to be your son.” 


It was hard for me to get Mom out of my psyche. She simply 
didn’t want to leave, as the dream I had about her kissing me on 
the mouth when I was forty-eight revealed. (She had been physi- 
cally dead twenty-four years at the time of this dream.) 


I started freeing myself from Mom by saying “no” to every- 
body who acted seductively toward me, by saying “no” to 
everybody who tried to win me over to their way of thinking 
when it didn’t feel right to me. I can’t tell you how many human 
parasites I had to shed. No damn wonder I had had so much 
trouble with parasites—dysentery, worms, yeast, herpes, staph, 
Epstein-Barr (mono) virus and the like. 


I was ruthless, pissing off a whole bunch of people. Killing 
parasites became my reason for being, my religion. Then one day, 
I had a terrible realization: all those parasites, the human ones 
and the critters living in my gut and tissues, were simply reflec- 
tions of the main parasite. Damn, the accursed mirror never lies. 


It was dreadfully difficult for me to stop sucking the life out of 
other people, pretending all the while I was helping them. But as I 
slowly, albeit grudgingly released my compulsive need to 
selfishly use other people and uninvitedly mind their business, I 
began to heal the parasite in the mirror. The parasites in my body 
then became amenable to herbal and homeopathic treatment. The 
energy I had long used to change everything around me was 
released for me to just be more of myself. 


Now I’m beginning to feel differently about Mom, sometimes 
even thinking fondly of her. She had a beautiful spirit that she 
seldom let out—at least not around us, but which is now coming 


79 


Prisons & Freedom—Part II 


out through her namesake, my oldest daughter Nelle, about 
whom I will tell you more later on. 


I’m even almost over my anger about the way Mom died 
shortly after she tried to divorce Dad. I'll never forget it. Her 
mother pitched a fit, threatening, “If you divorce Sloan (my father) 
it will kill me!” (Dad had been grandmother's first choice among 
Mom's suitors.) Not wanting any more blood on her hands after 
the slaughter at St. Luke’s Corral, Mom backed off. Not long 
afterwards, she contracted terminal cancer. Enraged about dying, 
she refused to talk to anyone about it and made us promise not to 
tell anyone else, not even her parents or my sister. Nobody got 
closure with her. It was awful. 


I suppose, Mom, that you were a good teacher in spite of 
yourself. For sure, your granddaughters—my daughters—and I 
are benefiting from what we learned from you. I hope you are at 
peace now that you have found yourself again and are no longer 
under the dominion of your mother. And I hope you have found 
the perfect mate you never had in life. I can’t sign this “Your 
loving son,” for reasons already stated, but I can sign it by the 
name you called me: “Bash.” Peace to you, tormented soul. 
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Dad often said, “Son, I built this business for you,” and thus I 
was groomed to take over the family business, a successful food 
manufacturing concern in Birmingham originally owned by Dad's 
father. Yet I never enjoyed working there, except once. That 
occurred the summer I was twenty when I ran a vacation route 
just south of Birmingham for one of Dad's salesmen. I can't 
explain why, but I was having a good time. Perhaps it was 
because the hard work was getting me in shape for that fall’s 
intramural football at Vanderbilt. 


Anyway, while running the route, I ate lunch in an out-of-the- 
way diner. A few days later I got really sick: fever of 104° and 
shitting and throwing up before I could even make a move toward 
the toilet. Dad was out of town, and Mom took me to Dr. Davis 
Outland who right away diagnosed dysentery and quarantined 
me in the hospital. Dad called long distance and the first thing he 
said was, “Well, that’s an interesting way to get out of work!” 


I probably would have been lost except for what happened to 
my son, which I shared in Part I. Although his death blew me out 
of Dad’s and Grandad’s worlds, I kept trying for years to fit 
myself back into the molds they had created for me. 


Two years after my son's death came the end of my appoint- 
ment with C. W. Allgood, a Dervish master disguised as a United 
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States District Judge. More than once he tried to talk me into 
practicing law instead of working for Dad's company. He even 
offered to extend my appointment, figuring, I suppose, that if I 
stayed with him I would eventually come to my senses. 


As I waffled back and forth, my bowels guit working. I went 
to Davis Outland who said the problem was caused by stress. He 
also tried to talk me out of working for Dad. It was interesting that 
most of the social security appeals I reviewed for Judge Allgood 
claimed physical impairment as the result of psychoneurosis. 


Like a moth to flame, I went to work for Dad's company and 
worked there four miserable years. It nearly killed us both. It was 
awful when I resigned. Grown men who had been at the company 
for years came into my office crying, begging me not to leave. I 
cried too, yet I had to go. 


Right after I opened my law practice, I went out and “landed” 
as a client the largest real estate firm in Birmingham, a subsidiary 
of Dad’s company. I soon found that I hated the doubledealing 
way real estate agents did business, and within a couple of years 
they had dismissed me as their lawyer. (Much later, I wrote two 
controversial books about the residential real estate industry 
entitled, Home Buyers: Lambs to the Slaughter? and Selling Your 
Home $weet Home.) 


It was around then that I decided to resign from the presti- 
gious Birmingham Country Club. I had gotten in as a legacy of 
Dad and Grandad (by then deceased), who had once been the club 
president. I wrote the letter of resignation and let it wander 
around the top of my desk several weeks before tossing it in the 
trash can. Over the next three years, I wrote this letter several 
more times with the same result. 


Finally, in a fit of anger about the way the club kept mingling 
my charges with Dad’s on my monthly statement, I resigned. Then 
I told him. He was stunned and offered to pay my dues if I would 
stay in. I said the dues weren’t the problem—that I just didn’t 
belong there, and besides it was already done. It was hard. That’s 
when the two dreams started. 
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In one dream, I am out on #14, the hardest hole on the golf 
course, about to hit my second shot into the narrow, difficult-to- 
reach green, surrounded on the right by a lake and out-of-bounds 
and on the left by sand bunkers. As I prepare to strike the ball, 
several of the older men in the club appear out of nowhere. No 
longer a member, I’m mortified to be caught “poaching.” 


The second dream is similar. I am in the “19th Hole“ eating a 
turkey sandwich, as I often did when I was a member. I realize to 
my chagrin that I can’t pay for the sandwich because members 
sign their name and membership number on checks and then are 
billed at the end of the month. The only way I can get out of there 
is to sign my father’s name and membership number to the check, 
without his permission. (The trigger event for my resignation had 
been the constant mix-up of our charges on monthly statements.) 


I knew nothing about dream interpretation at that time and 
took the dreams to mean that resigning from the club had been a 
big step toward becoming “my own man.” I thought that, even 
though the dreams repeated for years after I resigned in 1976. 


I only learned the real meaning of the dreams when I was at 
“Heavenly Retreat” in early January 1989. Each morning the 
guests met with either Dr. L or his associate Dr. Q (they rotated 
days) to discuss our dreams. About my second or third night 
there, I had a strange dream. 


In the dream, I am chased all over the ocean and land by a 
playful great white shark which I manage to elude without much 
difficulty, there being no real threat in the dream of my being 
eaten. The next morning, I share this dream with Dr. L and he asks 
me to let the shark come into my imagination, which I easily do. 
Then he asks me to allow whatever is there to unfold. I wait. The 
shark turns its back to me. Grabbing its huge dorsal fin, I mount it 
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like a horse and it carries me off through two lines of angels 
singing beautiful heavenly music. 


I am puzzled and feel incomplete. The next day, I share my 
confusion with Dr. O and he suggests that I imagine myself on a 
beach. I do that. Then he suggests that I imagine three of my 
teachers walking toward me, their faces disguised. This, too, I do. 
Finally, Dr. Q asks me to allow one teacher to step forward and be 
revealed to me. At that moment, one of the three veiled images 
steps forward and shows his face. It’s Jesus. I think, Jesus? Why 
Jesus? I’m not a Christian! Then I tell Dr. O, “It's Jesus.” 


“Ask Jesus what to do about the shark,” he suggests. 
I do that and Jesus says, “Let the shark eat you.” 


Shaking inside, I offer myself to the shark. It extends its 
pectoral fins like hands pushing me away, turns up its nose and 
shakes its head side-to-side as if to say “No thank you, there’s 
been a misunderstanding.” Still I'm puzzled. 


Later in the day, I thought about the recurring country club 
dreams and decided to share them at the next dream session. Dr. L 
was there the next morning. He asked what the country club 
represented to me. 


“The world of my father and grandfather,” I said. 
“And in what way are you still tied to their world?” he asked. 


I thought a moment and then got very upset. I saw I was subsi- 
dized by inheritances I had taken in lieu of what I never felt from 
them: their unconditional love and acceptance. I saw how I sold 
my soul for their money and approval and lived off their money 
instead of off the fruits of my own labor. My spiritual prostitution 
was difficult to face, very difficult. 


Two nights later, I had the two dreams about beautiful young 
women becoming smiling gay men and the dream about the good 
old boy in the back of the pick-up truck shooting and killing the 
Indian brave. The fact that these dreams occurred on the heels of 
the “wave-off” dream with the great white shark (one of the ways 
the “castrating feminine” is symbolized in dreams), followed by 
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my coming to grips with the country club dreams, suggested that 
the outward root of my emasculation lay in my relationship to the 
dominant men in my family—with their macho, money-makes- 
the-man view of life, which I had adopted and applied to myself. 


I returned home devastated. I was down in a deep, black pit 
with what seemed like no way out. Then I had a dream that 
encouraged me to continue the struggle. 


In the dream, a baby is lifted skyward by two large hands. A 
light appears from above and two much larger hands reach down 
for the baby to take it up into the light. I awake sobbing tears of 
joy, feeling rapture for the first time since my son was born. 


It was a good thing that the dream came, because during the 
ensuing months I lost several close friendships about which I will 
say more later, and I had had two more disturbing dreams about 
women with penises. These women were bisexual, not gay. 


I saw the wound and the cause, but nearly a year passed be- 
fore it began to heal. Betty and I got married, meaning I assumed 
financial responsibility for her and her son. I was also moving 
toward completion of the new law book which I decided to call 
The High Legal Road: A New Approach to Legal Problems. We lived 
off my shrinking inheritance—my poor health prevented me from 
holding down a regular job—and I was frightened about running 
out of money. Then I had two more rather interesting experiences. 


The first occurred one night while Betty lightly stroked my 
chest. I had a vision of a field of contest where a jousting tourna- 
ment or soccer game might be held. On the other side is an open 
building for spectators, except there is only one person, a bearded 
man sitting in a throne-like chair looking out over the playing 
field. I take him to be Jesus. As I watch him I hear, “EVERYONE 
COMES HERE AT SOME POINT IN TIME. YOU CAME HERE IN 
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A BACK-DOOR SORT OF WAY BUT NOW THAT YOU'RE 
HERE, YOU WILL BE GIVEN A CHANCE TO PLAY.” 


Not long afterwards I had the second experience. I awake in 
the early morning and hear The Voice say: “THE LIGHTS ARE 
GOING OUT.” I know without any doubt that I’m dying. I try to 
call out to Betty to say goodbye. I can’t speak. I try to reach for her. 
I can't move. Then everything goes black. Nothing. A fog. Then I 
dimly notice my breathing, slow breathing. I think to myself that I 
must not be dead if I’m breathing. I’m drenched in sweat, shaking 
all over. The cats are yowling. Betty awakens and I tell her what 
has happened. She quiets the cats and we go back to sleep. 


Wild dreams. Can’t remember them. The cats are going 
berserk. Betty gets up and tends to the cats again. We go back to 
sleep. 

I wake up at gray light. In my mind is the word anesthesia. 
That’s it. It was just like being put under anesthesia. What was 
done to me? Who or what did it? Whatever it was, it is a hell of a 
lot bigger and stronger than me, that’s for sure! 


I wandered around in a daze for a week, not knowing what to 
make of this. Then one day, while out for a walk, I knew. It was 
about yielding, yielding to something bigger than me. 


Over the next several months, I had a few talks with Dad 
about my situation, about my work and my financial concerns. He 
couldn’t understand what I was doing and criticized me for living 
off my inheritance, saying I should “get a job and work like every- 
one else.” He had always equated work with the outer world. 

I apologized for causing him so much pain and said I did not 
know what to do about that. I said we needed to take time apart 
until something shifted between us, that it was just too painful for 
me to be around him. 
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That greatly upset him and out of the blue he offered to 
finance the book. I burst into tears and asked for time to think 
about it. I then talked with two trusted men friends about the 
matter and they encouraged me to take the money, saying that 
would heal my relationship with Dad. As I struggled with what to 
do, my bowels froze and nothing would move them. I feared 
death. Then I had a terrifying dream. 


In the dream, I wrestle a huge, ugly woman, fighting for my 
very life. I put my hands around her neck and try to strangle her. 
She turns into a incredibly nasty-looking viper backing out of my 
grip to bite me. Like Indiana Jones, I have always hated and been 
terrified of snakes. Just before I lose my grip, she glares at me and 
snarls, “You did it to me before; are you going to do it again?” I 
wake up gagging and choking, soaked in my own sweat. 


I tried to think what women I had done wrong and needed to 
make amends with. Nothing came to mind. 


Then I thought about traveling to Albuquerque to see my 
spiritual teacher whom all of her students called “Lady.” I met her 
right after moving to Santa Fe from Birmingham. Lady came from 
no particular spiritual tradition, but several times had said, “For 
many lifetimes ‘we’ were Tibetan Buddhists.” However, her 
teachings were not recognizable in that or any other form, but 
embodied the essence of all paths I have run across, as well as 
some things that were entirely novel. 


As I went back and forth about making the trip to see her, 
which I really didn’t feel up to doing, I had another dream. 


In the dream, I’m fishing in the Florida Keys with my good 
friend, Brent Mackenzie, a top-notch fishing guide with whom I 
have fished these waters many times in real life. We are fishing for 
a fish called “permit,” a jumbo pompano, the world record on 
light tackle being about 70 pounds. In real life, I’ve caught many 
bonefish and tarpon on light tackle in these waters but never a 
permit, although I’ve spent many frustrating hours trying. 
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In the dream, Brent says, “Sloan, there are no more permit in 
these waters. We can catch other good fish here, but if you want to 
catch a permit, you will have to fish somewhere else for them.” 


I awake knowing the dream is about embracing my own femi- 
nine and letting go of Lady, my outside feminine substitute, so 
that I can claim my manhood symbolized by the permit. 

A few days later, I learned of Ira, a local physician rumored to 
be a spiritual teacher. Then I dream about my trusted internist. 


When I met Ira a few days later, I was amazed at how much he 
looked and talked like Davis. Both were excellent no-nonsense 
diagnosticians, neither particularly interested in my amazing (to 
me) inner experiences. Both shared common interests in India, 
Nepal and China, Davis’s interests there being traveling and 
sightseeing, Ira’s yoga and acupuncture. And they both enjoyed 
fishing, Davis for earthly fish, Ira for soular fish. 


I had returned to Davis in my late twenties when my bowels 
started misbehaving over my going to work for Dad. Now in Ira’s 
hands, the tension was again around being in business with Dad. 
He gave me acupuncture and taught me yoga breathing exercises, 
all aimed at moving the energy in my pelvis and mid-section. 
More important, he helped me see that I couldn’t take Dad’s 
money, that every time I had been in busines with him I had 
gotten in trouble—the snake lady's message. 


I wrote Dad and explained my dilemma, thanked him for his 
kind offer, and said that I would make do with what funds I had 
but was comforted to know the money was there if I needed it. 
After that, my snake-like bowels moved, and my relationship with 
Dad began to improve by leaps and bounds. 


Looking back, I see that I gelded myself, not by being a sissy, 
but by jilting my own inner feminine. All my earlier manly 
endeavors—fishing, hunting, football, basketball, baseball, hand- 
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ball, rugby, whitewater canoeing, karate, kick-butt lawyering, 
drinking, chasing women, and the like—took me in the exact 
opposite direction I so desperately needed to go to become a man. 

When I say “become a man,” I do not mean being macho. I 
mean it in the spiritual sense. I will not go into the gory details, 
but I will say that around this time three of my best male friend- 
ships ended over this guestion of what it is to be a man. 


Two of these men were dominated, in my view, by their 
women. Both said they had embraced their feminine. One even 
said he was androgynous, yet neither of them could make love to 
their women, and both came to me for help about that. 


When I said it looked to me that they were acting like little 
boys searching in their women for their mommas, I knew I had 
put our friendship at risk. They reacted strongly, accusing me of 
being macho, insensitive, arrogant, unspiritual. Many hard words 
passed back and forth. It was very painful for them as well as me. 


I lost the third male friend over money, his feminine-mother 
substitute. We had business dealings together, and he did some 
unscrupulous things that cost me a wad. I tried to work it out, but 
he never would own his side of it. Money was more important to 
him than our friendship. 


I thought about taking legal action, but discarded that idea 
after acknowledging to him that I had had plenty of signals that 
he was not looking out for my best interests. Instead of interven- 
ing in a timely manner, I had put my head in the sand fearing the 
confrontation, fearing the loss of his friendship. I had nobody to 
blame but myself because I simply had not listened to my 
feminine intuition. 

I also lost a close friendship with a woman during this time. 
We, too, had had business dealings together and she, like my man 
friend just described, put money—her feminine substitute—ahead 
of our friendship. Again, I knew I couldn't complain. There had 
been plenty of warning signs which I had ignored because I didn’t 
want to lose the friendship. 
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So what do I mean by my feminine? That is a good guestion, 
one I will attempt to answer according to my current under- 
standing of Her. 


She brings me healing “out of left field.” She fuels my 
creativity, my artistic nature. She instinctively smells a rat, and 
never does something that doesn’t feel right. She never says “yes” 
when she means no, or “no” when She means yes. She gets mad 
when She is angry, and She cries when She is sad. She is fearless in 
the face of danger. She has boundless empathy and compassion 
for me when I am truly in pain, but She is ruthless with me when I 
ignore Her or make tar-babies I do not want to own. If I allow it, 
She gives me everything I need, although not everything I want. 
She is my Real Mother. In a larger sense, She is the Holy Spirit 
(Ghost) of the Christian Trinity, the yin of eastern traditions. 

It was only after I finally embraced Her that I began to retrieve 
my lost manhood. The turning point had been reached, but it was 
far from over. 


Two months after my work with Ira, I went to Birmingham to 
have a fourteen-year-old vasectomy reversed by Dr. Richard 
McAllister, a surgeon for whom I had much respect. I had had the 
original surgery to avoid having to deal with being married to a 
woman who wanted children when I didn’t. 


Some things still lingered between Dad and me—old bones I 
wanted to pick with him. As I rehearsed in my mind the talk we 
would have when I got to Birmingham, The Voice said, “HOW 
CAN YOU EXPECT HIM TO GIVE YOU WHAT YOU CANNOT 
GIVE HIM?” 


I was stunned. All over Dad’s company were big golden rulers 
printed with, “Do unto others as you would have them do unto 
you.” Of course, what I wanted from Dad more than anything was 
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his unconditional acceptance. And there it was: give what you 
want to get back. 


I can't logically explain it, but within a few weeks I no longer 
wanted anything from Dad. A tremendous shift occurred in our 
relationship. It wasn’t that we saw each other or spoke on the 
telephone any more. Rather, it was a heartfelt sense of being father 
and son. 


Anyway, the night after the operation I had a watershed 
dream. In the dream, I'm riding in the back of a pickup truck, this 
time alone. The Voice says, “YOU NEED TO GO BACK TO THE 
HOSPITAL SO THAT YOUR SURGERY WILL BE A SUCCESS.” 
Then I feel myself blacking out, as if I’m going back under 
anesthesia. It felt just like the time when I thought I was dying. 
The next thing I know, I’m having a wet dream at age 47. 
Shazam!!! 

I feared Richard would say that I had blown out all his good 
work, but he wasn’t the least bit concerned. “The subconscious 
has a mind of its own,” he quipped. I breathed a sigh of relief and 
flew home that afternoon with Betty. 


Several weeks later, I joined a weekly men’s group led by a 
local psychotherapist. A constant theme for several of the men 
was blaming thcir wives for all their problems. 

Two of the men had wives who, after having children, refused 
to have any more sex. I suggested to these men that they needed 
to take a stand, and it was clear that they were not interested in 
that approach at all. 


One of these men was married to a woman from a rich family 
that was supporting them. He gave all sorts of spiritual reasons 
about why he had to learn to live with this intolerable situation. 


The other man was a successful divorce lawyer. One night I 
asked if he didn’t tell clients every day that they had to be willing 
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to risk going to trial and losing everything to be able to negotiate a 
decent settlement before trial. He agreed. When I asked if he was 
able to practice with his own wife what he told his clients every 
day at work, he hung his head. 


Another just as important theme was the men complaining 
about never having gotten what they needed from their fathers. 
Some wanted to be held by the group members and pretend they 
were being held by their fathers. They chanted, beat Indian drums, 
and arm wrestled. I never could get into this, and there was quite 
a bit of friction between several of the men and myself over my 
differing views, which I freely expressed. 


One night, I asked whether there was anything they were not 
willing to give up to heal the loss of their fathers? They said they 
would do anything to heal that wound. So I asked, “Are you 
willing to give up the need for your worldly fathers’ love and 
acceptance to heal?” They looked at me like I was crazy. I then 
shared what The Voice had said about my giving Dad what I 
wanted from him—acceptance. That drew strange looks. 


On yet another night, one of the men raised an issue dear to 
my heart. He talked about how he had always felt on the outside 
looking in at all the other men. The other group members agreed 
that they, too, had always felt that way. I also had felt alien all my 
life, like I was outside a big plate-glass window looking in at a big 
party where everybody was having a good time. Occasionally I 
had gone inside to join the party, but whenever that happened, I 
soon felt uncomfortable and left. It was a no-win dilemma. 


However, to really bring home how poignant this issue was 
for me, I must digress and tell you about an experience I had in 
March of 1988 shortly after completing the Hakomi training. 


I went to Palm Beach Gardens, Florida, to complete my 
training with John Upledger, D.O., which I had begun in 
September 1986 just after I graduated from massage school. John 
was a shaman-like physician and some things he did in his work, 
which he called CranioSacral therapy, would make most tradi- 
tional doctors shake like a bowlful of jelly. He routinely proved 
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the interconnection between the physical, psychological, and 
spiritual aspects of disease—that you cannot treat one aspect 
without treating the whole. 


Originally trained as an osteopathic physician, John was by 
this time considered a doctor of last resort. When his clients first 
came in with their tales of woe, they wanted him to hear their 
sagas and read their extensive medical files which they had shared 
with many other doctors and friends and relatives before coming 
to John. Instead, he put them on his massage table and went right 
to work. 


This was rather unsettling for them because they wondered 
how in the world he could help them without knowing their 
medical history. They did not know the body contains all their 
history—medical, psychological, and spiritual—or that John could 
read a body better than most people can read a first-grade book. 
Whenever a patient pushed him to act like all the previous doctors 
had acted, he would say something like, “Do you want me to read 
your file and diagnose the same things all those other doctors 
found, or do you want to find out what’s really wrong with you?” 


Well, it didn’t take John long to get to the bottom of me. I 
believe it was on the third day of this five-day training that it 
happened. Lying on a massage table as John and several of the 
other students worked on me, I get an inner image of myself, back 
to me, dressed in black, oriental silk pajamas. 

In the image, I face an old Chinese man with a kind, gentle 
smile. He seems content to say nothing. John asks me to turn my 
image self around, and I do that. I have no face. John tries to 
engage the old Chinese in conversation, but the inner reply I get is 
that he is deciding whether or not to speak. Then it becomes clear 
he will speak. 


“I’m Chang,” he says. 


John asks if Chang is my teacher, and I burst into tears. John 
asks why he has come? 
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“I feel that I should speak now because I feel partly 
responsible for what has happened to him,” Chang replies. 

John asks for clarification, and Chang says, “I may have let 
him bite off more than he can chew; perhaps I should have talked 
him out of trying to achieve so much.” After a pause, Chang 
continues, “You need to be very careful with him; he’s at extreme 
risk; he’s been injured in his will; he’s forgotten who he is.” By 
now, I am bawling. 

After I calm down, John asks Chang who Iam. 

“God,” Chang says. 

Well, that stops the clock. 

Then John asks Chang what he (John) can do to help me. 


“There is nothing you can do,” Chang says. “He has been 
given the teachings; he knows what to do and has been running 
away from his assignment all his life.” 


I wail out of control, gasping for breath. 


Again, John waits until I calm down, and then asks again what 
he can do to help me. 

“You can love him, that is all . . . and his life will be a very 
lonely one,” Chang adds before disappearing. 

I physically explode and shriek, “No, no, no!!!” 

It’s all John and four other students can do to hold me on the 
table, as I scream and writhe out of control. Giving up the struggle 
to escape my deepest terror, I collapse into mush. 

Fifteen minutes passed before I could get off the table. I left the 
room a total wreck, terrified, and took a long walk on the beach, 
looking no doubt like a zombie to the sunbathers I passed. A good 
“boo!” from me probably would have sent them shrieking for the 
police. 

Then I returned and talked with John. He said I didn’t have to 
buy into what Chang had said, but it all seemed so real that I 
couldn’t let it go. Furthermore, John’s advice went against 
everything he had taught me about honoring my inner teacher. I 
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knew then that I had finished my training with John and felt 
terribly alone, like there was no one who could help me through 
it. I wondered if I would live the rest of life as a hermit? Would I 
have to give up my relationship with Betty? Would I die all alone? 
Was I really God, a super being? I returned home distraught. 

This devastating experience with Chang was triggered in me 
in the men's group that night. As I sat guietly listening to the other 
men speak about their own isolation, I had a remarkable 
revelation: I had always been on the inside; I had only thought I 
was on the outside and all I needed was a few people to come “in 
here“ with me! I shared this insight with the other men and all I 
saw was blank looks. 


At the end of that meeting, the divorce lawyer who all along 
had complained bitterly about his wife as the cause of all his 
problems, blurted, “Next week, I'm going to bring a manneguin 
dressed like my wife and a baseball bat to beat it up with!" 


“Bring a mirror, too,“ I said before I could think. 

"Why?" f 

“Because that mannequin is what your inner feminine looks 
like!” 

A big fight broke out, with several of the men accusing me 
once again of being an arrogant, insensitive know-it-all. During the 
following week I decided that I needed to leave the group. It 
wasn’t right for me to be there for many reasons. 


When I went to the next meeting to announce my decision, the 
energy in the group had completely shifted. For the first time it 
felt good to be there. Nevertheless, I shared my decision to leave. 
The group leader asked me to wait until that meeting was over 
before making up my mind, which I agreed to do. 


The group went well that night, and as we were wrapping up 
the group leader asked me what I was going to do. I closed my 
eyes and immediately heard, “LEAVE.” The Voice wasn’t loud, or 
excited—just certain. I opened my eyes and said, “You’re probably 
not going to understand, and you probably won't believe it has 
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nothing to do with you, but I’ve got to leave.” I exchanged 
heartfelt hugs with the other men, and left. 

Just after that, I got the results from the lab about my 
vasectomy reversal. I was fertile. The statistical odds of success 
had been only ten percent. 
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About the time I learned the outcome of the vasectomy 
reversal, Peggy Wright (from the holistic business association) got 
her sweet revenge. It happened when I was bringing her up to 
date about the new book, about how important it was, about how 
there was no telling what it might lead to. I was more than a little 
egotistical. 


“What would it be like for you to just give up the book and 
walk away from it?” she asked. 


I felt like I had been kicked in the stomach. I wished like hell 
she hadn't asked that question, but deep inside, I knew it was the 
right one. Indeed, I had only recently recognized a disturbing 
pattern in my writing, a pattern which began with my first book 
and continued into the next two. 


What I saw—what I hated more than anything to see—was 
that I had desperately wanted my books to be screaming best- 
sellers so that I might win Dad’s and Grandad’s acceptance. When 
the books sold poorly, I vented my wrath on my publisher, the 
real estate industry, and the legal profession. 

I realized to my rue that I had the same deluded agenda for 


The High Legal Road. Far from being my enemy, my publishers had 
been my soul's spiritual allies, blocking me from achieving the 
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“false pearl.” Had any of my earlier books become bestsellers, I 
would have taken that success as confirmation of my deluded 
belief that I could heal my lack of self-worth by being a literary 
bigshot. Then I would have wanted another literary smash hit, 
and then another. In the end, I would still have had that big 
hungry hole of inadequacy in me. So I decided to walk away, to 
give the book up. 


It was awful, like Abraham being asked to sacrifice his son, 
Isaac, to God. In fact, it was just like that because I had dedicated 
the book to my lost son. But give it up I did, even though I had 
spent nearly three years on it and did not have a clue as to what I 
would do next with my life. It felt like annihilation. I’m not 
kidding. 

A week later, while out for a walk, The Voice said: “WE JUST 
WANTED TO SEE IF YOU WOULD DO IT. NOW FINISH THE 
BOOK WITHOUT BEING SO ATTACHED TO IT.” The same 
Voice that had instructed me to write the book in the first place, It 
could not be ignored. Thus I resolved to let The High Legal Road be 
my spiritual teacher, instead of using it to make me feel good. 


The kickoff booksigning was scheduled the first week in 
September 1990 in Birmingham where I had a “reputation” due to 
my earlier books. The last week in August, I left for a relaxing 
weekend of whitewater paddling on a nearby river with a friend 
from another state. He was to come up early the next day with 
another friend and they were to meet me at the “Numbers” at 11 
a.m. The Numbers was a sporty little run, relatively easy for 
experienced kayakers but often pushy for open canoes. 

The next morning I went to the put-in. Eleven came, then 
12:00, but no sign of my paddling companions. I figured some- 
thing must have happened and hoped it wasn’t serious. I thought 
about leaving, but the river was lovely and it was nice just sitting 
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in the sun watching the water flow by. The river was low and 
probably wouldn't have been much fun to paddle anyway. 


Across the river and upstream, a man of about thirty fished 
with his young son. While the father fished, the son played, 
splashing the river with stones, showing no interest in catching 
trout. In fact, his rock-throwing probably insured they wouldn’t 
catch anything. The father made no effort to change his son's 
behavior. I wondered: Could I have done that with my son, or 
would I have tried to make him be quiet and fish “right”? 


As they fished down and came across from me, I cried. I knew 
that was why I had come to the river. When I arrived home, Betty 
said my friend had called minutes after I left for the river to say 
that his friend had the flu and they wouldn’t be able to make it. 


The next week I went to Birmingham. The morning of the 
booksigning I went out to my son’s grave which had been 
unmarked until the summer of 1988 when I had a marker made, 
inscribed: Infant son: He opened our hearts and set us on our journey. 
Until then I had not visited his grave since his funeral in 1967. 


I remembered the funeral well. It was attended by the entire 
family and many of my friends. Dianne and I decided on a simple 
ceremony—a wooden casket, the floral arrangement a single long- 
stemmed yellow rose. (Many years later I learned that the yellow 
rose represents the soul in the Sufi tradition. In the Christian 
tradition the rose—the rosary—represents the Virgin Mary—the 
Holy Feminine. The Swiss psychiatrist C. G. Jung believed that all 
men must embrace their feminine to claim their souls.) 

I knelt down, placed my right hand on his marker, and asked 
out loud, “What do I need to know about this book?” 

The Voice replied: “THIS BOOK IS LIKE A SON. YOU 
CREATED IT, NOW GET OUT OF THE WAY. DO NOT LIVE 
VICARIOUSLY THROUGH THIS BOOK. IT HAS ITS OWN LIFE 
TO LIVE AND SO DO YOU.” 

I knew right then and there why I had written the book. I was 
not the legal messiah. Rather, the book had been assigned to heal 
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the loss of my son and my own lack of self-esteem rooted in my 
having allowed my father and grandfather to live through me, 
and to give me the symbolic experience of raising a son as a being 
separate and apart from myself. 

I saw that my earlier books had carried the same potential. My 
book difficulties had been like the recurring country club dreams, 
the only difference being that the books were “waking” night- 
mares, the country club dreams sleeping ones. 


Although I had finally gotten the message, I still needed help 
making the shift from needing to be saved by my books. That help 
came right away. 


With my three earlier books, I had been the darling of the 
media. I was shocked when none of the newspapers or radio or 
television talk shows in Alabama were interested in reviewing the 
book or interviewing me. 


I hired a publicist in California to secure long-distance radio 
interviews that I could do from my home. The few interviews she 
arranged sold no books in some cases and only a few in others. A 
lively one-hour interview on huge 50,000 watt, clear channel KFI 
radio in Los Angeles sold eight books through the 1-800 number 
the show’s host Bill Handle, a practicing lawyer, kindly gave out. 
Expensive ads in several journals sold no books whatsoever. 

It dawned on me that the traditional (masculine) sales and 
marketing approach would not work, so I started giving books 
away. A modest word-of-mouth sales movement began. Yet it was 
so modest that it appeared I would lose quite a bit of money on 
the book which I had self-published to avoid reliving the traumas 
I experienced with my earlier books. I felt like a vain fool for self- 
publishing, at considerable expense, a book that few people liked. 

Then I started receiving some good feedback about the book. 
A psychotherapist in Birmingham called long distance to say that 
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after she read the book, her practice took off. She wanted to buy 
books in bulk and sell them to her clients. A psychotherapist from 
another state did the same thing. Another person to whom my 
wife gave a copy went from bookstore to bookstore and bought 
every book in our city to give to her friends. Then she called about 
getting more books to give away. 


The crowning jewel came from a forty-year-old freshman law 
student in California. He wrote saying that he had been unhappy 
with the prospects of being a lawyer and had considered dropping 
out of law school. He saw one of my ads for the book and mail- 
ordered it. “I was looking for a path and you showed me a road,” 
he wrote. I cried. I knew right then and there that it did not matter 
if another book sold. It was already a smash hit. And perhaps it 
wasn’t intended to be sold. A last minute change in the back jacket 
copy inadvertently omitted the price from the outside of the book. 


Soon after getting the letter from the law student, I made a 
radical decision not to charge money for helping people who came 
to me for healing. It just didn’t feel right to charge for what merely 
passed through me. I mean, can you imagine being so lucky as to 
get an audience with God as the man did in the joke I shared with 
the inmates, and then be told it would cost you money? 


Before making the decision not to charge money, I had already 
decided not to advertise my healing work. I had had plenty of 
“signals” that promoting myself as a healer was not right for me. 
For example, an ad I ran in a local journal, which had brought 
many clients while I was writing The High Legal Road, suddenly 
quit generating business as soon as I finished writing the book. 

Furthermore, I saw all around me people aggressively adver- 
tising their services, workshops, books, tapes and so forth in ways 
that reminded me all too painfully of the religious proselytizing I 
knew as a child. And some of these people were in big trouble. 
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For example, right after The High Legal Road came out, I 
learned that Dr. John Upledger's organization was virtually bank- 
rupt. For years he had aggressively marketed his fine healing 
work all over the world, trying to prove its superiority to tradi- 
tional medicine. I couldn’t help but see the parallel with the time 
when I had tried to win over the real estate profession—a rejecting 
father substitute—to my bright ideas. 


In a similar vein it appeared that Dr. Bernie Siegel, author of 
Love, Medicine & Miracles and Peace, Love & Healing, had burned 
himself out. At least he certainly looked and sounded burned out 
when he spoke in my area in 1990. He was furious with the medi- 
cal profession for its “barbaric” practices and “death sentences"— 
telling patients they were going to die—and for not accepting his 
new approach to healing lock, stock and barrel. I wondered if his 
anger was toward the medical profession at all, if instead he had 
staked his worth on approval by the medical men’s club after not 
being able to get it from his own father? 


In a broader sense, as best as I could determine it was only 
after the rise to dominance of the male-dominated Roman Catholic 
Church that aggressive marketing for spiritual healing had begun. 
This was later aggravated by the equally male-dominated indus- 
trial revolution and the birth of capitalism, with its aggressive 
advertising and marketing techniques. This hyper-male behavior 
ousted the feminine from healing, and without the Her, how could 
there be any healing? 

Indeed, the code of ethics of both the medical and the legal 
professions had originally forbidden solicitation and advertising. 
Then some bright lawyers convinced the United States Supreme 
Court that such bans unreasonably abridged free speech. What 
was left of the feminine in both professions went out the window 
when that decision came down. 

By contrast, I had heard from several sources that Mother 
Teresa forbids her workers to ask for donations. She tells them, “If 
we do God’s work, then God will provide the money.” 
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The Swiss woman Dora Kalff, the founder of Sandplay therapy 
under whom my wife Betty trained, took a similar approach. It is 
beyond the scope of this book to adequately explain Sandplay. 
Briefly though, Dora, as I called Frau Kalff, maintained a collection 
of thousands of miniature objects on bookshelves in her therapy 
room. Also there were two small sand boxes on legs, or “sand- 
trays.” Using their hands and the miniature objects, her clients 
made “sand pictures” in the sandtrays, and in that way they sym- 
bolically worked out their psychological and spiritual wounds. 


In the hands of a competent sandplay therapist, this is easily 
the most powerful and complete therapy I have ever come across. 
Indeed, Dora once had an audience with the Dalai Lama in India, 
and he was so interested in her work that when he came to Zurich 
to visit the Tibetans who settled there after the Chinese invasion of 
Tibet, he visited her home to learn more about Sandplay. 


Dora taught Sandplay throughout Europe, in the United States 
and in Japan. She made many trips abroad, but never once did she 
travel without first being invited. Never once did she advertise or 
in any other way promote her work. Never once did she get into 
financial difficulty. To the contrary, her work provided her witha 
comfortable living. 


Well, I have digressed a bit, and so I return to my personal 
decision not to charge money for helping other people. I arrived at 
it one morning, and that very afternoon I received a large check in 
the mail in the approximate amount of what I had spent 
producing and promoting The High Legal Road. The money came 
totally unexpected. Here’s what I understand happened. 


Dad misread a trust document his lawyer had prepared years 
earlier to protect his corporation from being subject to estate taxes. 
Based on his misunderstanding of that document, Dad did some- 
thing he thought would generate a sizeable extraordinary divi- 
dend out of his company for his shareholders, most of which he 
thought he would get because he owned a majority of the stock. 
However, under the terms of the trust document, any extraordinary 
dividends (as opposed to regular dividends) attributable to Dad’s 
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stock went to his children in equal shares. I got my portion fair 
and square. Dad inadvertently financed the book after all. 


I knew something wonderful was unfolding: I was being 
taught to allow the feminine—the Holy Spirit—to take care of me 
like the birds of the air and the lilies of the field were taken care of. 
Once when I said this very thing to Dad before our rapproche- 
ment, he replied, “That way of talking makes me nervous!” Yet 
the mailman had brought the living proof, blowing our capitalistic 
male paradigms apart. 

I called Dad to say what a surprise it was to get the money and 
how much it was needed. He laughed and said that it had come as 
a surprise to him, too, but his lawyers said it was my money and 
so he told them to send it to me. 


After I quit charging money for healing work, the people who 
came to me for help went through some very interesting inner 
processes upon learning that they did not have to pay me any- 
thing, and in fact, could not pay me even if they wanted to. They 
experienced receiving with no strings attached, usually for the 
first time in their lives. It was typically an unsettling experience 
for them. Like James in Part I, they couldn’t believe there wasn’t a 
catch, that healing could be had for free. 


You may say that it’s easy for me to talk about not charging 
money for healing because I don’t need to do that to pay my bills. 
Perhaps, but when I check inside myself I find that even if I wasn’t 
subsidized, I wouldn’t charge money for healing work. I would 
find some other way to make a living. Heck, I could always go 
back to being a lawyer, and maybe someday I will have to do that. 
In the meantime, I have an obligation to earn the “retainer” I was 
paid in advance many years ago when I received the inheritance, 
without which I could not write or publish my books or do my 
brand of healing work. 
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Before telling you something beautiful, I first need to tell you 
something ugly. 

My first daughter, Nelle Major, was born a year after her 
brother's death. When she was five, she rode her bicycle into the 
path of a Volkswagen. Her left leg was practically amputated 
above the ankle, all but the blood vessels which were miracu- 
lously pushed back against a thin layer of skin and tissue that was 
not severed. I picked her up and the leg separated, revealing 
crushed bones and sliced flesh, muscles and tendons. 


I flagged down a passing motorist who rushed us to a nearby 
hospital. During the ride I thought, “Why this? Why again?” as 
Nelle Major repeated over and over, “I hope it’s over soon; I hope 
it’s over soon.” Something eerie stirred deep in me every time she 
said that. 


The orthopedic surgeon on call came in, sewed Nelle Major’s 
leg back together, and put her in a cast. He said she probably 
would be all right. I was not consoled. 

The next day during lunch, I went to the YMCA to play 
handball and blow off steam. In the middle of the second game of 
doubles, when I was warmed up and playing about as well as I 
could remember, I felt somebody step on the back of my right 
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ankle. I collapsed to the floor and looked around. There was no 
one behind me. I hobbled into the locker room, showered, and 
limped slowly back to my office. The next morning, my lower 
right leg was swollen four times its regular size. 


I saw Nelle Major’s doctor later in the day. He diagnosed a 
ruptured Achilles’ tendon, an injury mirroring her injury. I saw 
the coincidence and the symbolism—my Achilles’ heel (child- 
ren)—but could not make use of it. Instead, I hired a lawyer to sue 
Nelle Major's spiritual accomplice, the driver of the Volkswagen. 

For months afterwards, Nelle Major and I went to this doctor 
together. We competed to see who walked first. We finally began 
to bond. You see, I had never been able to get close to her because 
I had feared she, too, would die. 

Yet Nelle Major’s injury triggered all the unresolved guilt 
Dianne and I felt around our son's death, as well as buried rage 
we harbored toward each other about it. We were overwhelmed. It 
was too much to work through and we separated and eventually 
divorced. That was better, more honest than living a lie. 


That is how I reported this case in The High Legal Road. After 
the book was published, I remembered something about handball 
I wish to share with you here because it is relevant to this case. 

When Nelle Major was about two and just learning to speak, 
we went for a walk in our neighborhood. Down the street we ran 
into Martha and Garner, two friends of mine. 

Martha said, “Hey there little girl, you sure are pretty. What's 
your name?” 

Nelle beamed a big smile and said, “Name, my name Nelle 
Major!” 

Then Martha said, “That's good Nelle Major, and do you know 
what your Daddy’s name is?” 

Again, the big smile as she said, “Daddy, Daddy named 
“Handball!” 

Martha and Garner gave me a knowing look. I was stopped in 
my tracks. I spent most of my spare time in the YMCA playing 


106 


Generational Healing 


handball, hiding from my family, hiding from myself. I heard but 
did not respond. 


Over the years, Nelle (as she came to be called) and I grew 
apart. After I moved to Santa Fe in early 1986, we saw each other 
about twice a year. Things rocked along like that until her senior 
year in college. 


In November 1989, a car driven by a boy about her age lost 
control on an icy road and crossed into Nelle’s lane, sideswiping 
the left front-end of her sporty little Honda Prelude. She was not 
injured but she was mighty upset to have the nose of her status 
symbol smashed in, and the inconvenience was also a bother. She 
called for advice about how to deal with the insurance company. 


I sensed the accident was a warning about Nelle's relation- 
ships with men. I asked if she was open to looking at the possi- 
bility that this was not just a mere automobile accident. She knew 
of my work and invited me to proceed. I said that cars usually 
represent the ego vehicle. She laughed and acknowledged that by 
saying, “Yeh, I always tell people my car is my ego!” 

Iasked how she and her boyfriend were getting along, and she 
said, “Just great!” Nevertheless, I cautioned her to be alert about 
her male relationships, and we said goodbye. 


About a month later, she went to her boyfriend’s home town 
for Christmas vacation. They spent a lot of time together and 
during this time he did something he should not have which 
caused her to face their relationship. Eventually she ended it. 


I learned of this when Nelle later called to say that my intui- 
tion about the car accident had been right on target. It was then 
that she told me things about her boyfriend that she had earlier 
withheld, things she had hoped would go away but had only 
gotten worse. It was a tumultuous time for her, yet a necessary 
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experience nonetheless. It prepared her to face the man with 
whom she had the most difficulty: her father. 


In February 1990 I called her and her younger sister, Alice, and 
asked them to come to my home for a long weekend visit. They 
were excited to do that, and we had a nice time together. 


Nelle graduated that May and I flew in for commencement. I 
felt a strong urge to be with her at this time of pushing out into 
life. We talked about planning another visit, but she put me off. 


Right after the booksigning in September, I again invited her 
for a visit, and we agreed to talk about it later. A week passed. She 
called back to say she didn’t want to come to my home; instead 
she wanted us to go to Dad's vacation home in the Florida Keys, 
just the two of us. Years earlier, Nelle, Alice and I had had several 
wonderful vacations down there. We had caught plenty of fish, 
usually with with my good fishing guide friend, Brent Mackenzie. 


I burst into tears and put the receiver down, unable to talk. 
After regaining my composure, I told Nelle that I would be 
honored to vacation with her. 


Then she said that she was interested in a photography course. 
I mentioned that to David, a friend of mine and a fine amateur 
photographer. He offered to give Nelle his second back-up camera 
set, an Olympus with several lenses and a nice carrying case. I 
called her a few days later to explain the gift. I would have 
preferred to surprise her with it but was afraid she might buy one 
on her own before we got together in the Keys. 


My call woke her up. I explained about the camera. She said, 
"Dad, you're not going to believe this. When you called, I was 
dreaming that I was trying to take a photograph with an 
automatic camera. It kept setting itself, messing up what I wanted 
to create on my own. I was frustrated by the automatic mechanism 
but couldn't do anything about it." 


108 


Generational Healing 


The night before leaving for the Keys to be with Nelle, I had a 
dream about a homosexual man. Although I was getting used to 
being shown “shadow” sides of my sexual self, I was again shaken 
to my bones. Nevertheless, I realized that this side of me which 
had never manifested was revealed so that it could be healed. 


Despite that portentous beginning, Nelle and I had a wonder- 
ful and healing time together. She told me many things about 
herself, some pretty painful for me to hear because they were 
rooted in her relationship with me. She worked through many of 
the things from the past that were blocking her, and I experienced 
the joy of being a real father to her. 


One day toward the end of the trip, we talked about the time 
she was run over by the Volkswagen. With a faraway look in her 
eyes, she said, “You know Dad, I saw that Volkswagen coming 
before I zoomed out in front of it.” I winced, then recovered in 
time to say, “Well, I hope you don’t feel like you have to throw 
yourself in front of cars anymore to get my attention!” 


That night I had a dream. In the dream, Dad stands facing me. 
He says, “Son, I just want you to know that I really like your 
book.” I burst into tears and say back to him, “I’m really glad you 
do.” I awake crying. 


This dream signified the deep healing between us. It also 
reinforced a theory I had developed about inner healing: it goes 
up and down the bloodline, soul to soul, three to four generations. 
This is the corollary of the Old Testament admonition, “The sins of 
the fathers are visited on the sons for three to four generations.” 

Indeed, I have seen some remarkable changes in Dad over the 
past couple of years. One is his great excitement about snorkeling. 
I think he prefers that over fishing now. Another is his obvious 
interest in enjoying his remaining years, rather than keeping his 
nose to the grindstone. I’m really happy for him. 

Anyway, the night after the dream about Dad, I dreamed a- 
bout a familiar demon, a tyrannosaurus. I’ve had this dream many 
times, and each time I awake trembling just as the tyrannosaurus 
finds and is about to eat me. This time, the tyrannosaurus walks 
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up to my hiding place, but instead of leaning down to eat me, he 
just stands there. I know that he knows that I know he has me 
located again, but this time he does nothing. The dream ends and I 
awake. I lie quietly, wondering what part of me the tyrannosaurus 
represents. Then I see it: the tyrannosaurus is my mind. Swell! 


The last day of the trip I ran into Brent Mackenzie who had 
just returned from out of town. I brought him up to date on my 
curious comings and goings, and he agreed to join Nelle and me 
for a drink at the neighborhood tiki bar at sunset. Nelle was 
pleased because she had always harbored a secret crush on Brent 
and had not seen him since she was thirteen. 


When Brent arrived at the tiki bar, he was shocked to see 
Nelle, twenty-two and not the little girl he had once known. After 
recovering, he asked how she was doing. She said that she was 
trying to decide what to do with her life. Having received a silver- 
plated eastern education, she felt pressure to live up to her 
mother’s and college friends’ feminist expectations of her—and 
her equally feminist expectations of herself. 


Without prompting, Brent shared how he had gone through 
the same sort of thing in himself when he shucked his college 
degrees to be a fishing guide. “It was the best decision of my life, 
and besides, most of what I learned in college—accounting, 
psychology and marine biology—I use in my work,” he said. 


Nelle rolled her eyes at me. I had told her all week that she 
needed to follow the lead of her heart instead of the shoulds and 
oughts of her head. No matter where she turned, she could not get 
away from her soul’s spiritual allies. 

Later I told Nelle that she had done good work with me and 
now she was ready to learn from her next teacher—her mother. 
Nelle’s face scrunched up. That was not one she wanted to face. 


Nelle returned to Washington, D.C. where she had moved 
after college. She lived near her mother’s sister in a rough area. 
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Dianne and I both pushed Nelle to leave Washington because we 
thought it was a dangerous place to live. Then one day I realized I 
was meddling. I wrote a letter apologizing and telling her to enjoy 
Washington if that was where she wanted to live. 


The next time I heard from her she was leaving Washington. 
She had reconnected with an old childhood friend, John, son of 
Harry, one of my favorite law school professors. 


Harry often said, in and out of class, that he felt that he had 
not lived up to his potential, never having risked the real world 
because he had stayed in protected academia. A dynamite pro- 
fessor, he couldn’t reconcile his professorial achievements with his 
brother's business achievements. Frankly, I’m glad he never tried 
to do that, and I’m sure many of his students are, too. 


When Nelle and John announced their engagement in the 
spring of 1991, Harry called me. We had a nice talk, and I shared 
my admiration for John’s gutsiness to follow his dream of baseball 
when most of his friends were already making their way in 
business. He was playing in Single-A league in California, where 
Nelle had gone to be with him for the balance of the season. I 
suspected that this did not please her mother, a dyed-in-the-wool 
feminist, to know her daughter was following her boyfriend and 
doing menial jobs to pay the bills. 


Harry laughed, saying that he had raised John to be a pro- 
fessional baseball player so that he would have a better life than 
the one he (Harry) had lived. My heart dropped. I was pretty sure 
that if John was playing baseball for his father, then his soul 
would sabotage his baseball career. I was concerned but didn’t 
know what to do about it. 


Around this time I had the dream I shared in Part I about 
Mom kissing me on the mouth and my telling her not to do that 
any more. A few days later I had a second dream. 
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A huge cottonmouth moccasin slithers up my legs, up my 
thighs and around my torso. I watch it, nervous but not afraid. 
Then it slowly changes form before my eyes, turning into a 
beautiful, young woman. I feel very aroused for her, and she for 
me. She lies down on her back and I know we are going to make 
love. I realize she's a virgin. 


This dream was about the transformation of my inner femi- 
nine. A few nights later came the payoff dream. 

I'm paddling my C-1, which looks like a kayak but is paddled 
with a canoe paddle. It is the most difficult solo whitewater boat 
to paddle, and in real life I was only a fair C-1 paddler although I 
was practically an expert in an open whitewater canoe. I'm 
perched in an eddy above a two-hundred-foot waterfall, certain 
death to run head-on. To the left is a “cheat route“ consisting of 
winding ten- to fifteen-foot drops through sharp, jagged boulders. 
The cheat route would tax the best C-1 paddler in the world. 


I hover over the cheat route several hours that night, almost 
trying it but backing off at the last moment—like I had done all 
my life, like Mom had taught me to do. The dream is driving me 
crazy. I wake up exhausted, check the time, and go back to sleep 
once more. The dream returns. 


I'm in the boat again. I eschew the cheat route and ferry across 
the current, circling down toward the lip of the fall. There is no 
doubt in my mind that I’m going to run it head-on. (You wouldn’t 
believe the feeling I’m having in my body as I type this—the same 
feeling I had in the dream.) 

I drive for the lip of the fall and the boat soars outward, down- 
ward. I never waver. The boat plunges down the cascading fall, 
into the pool below, submerging. I brace the paddle against the 
water, preventing a capsize. The boat surfaces, and I paddle with- 
out hesitation down a treacherous rapids flowing out of the pool. 


This dream about the claiming of my manhood came just as I 
was republishing my first three books in paperback. I didn’t have 
a clue how to market them, but I knew it was something I had to 
do. Then some interesting things started happening around those 
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books and around The High Legal Road, but to say more at this time 
might jinx whatever is unfolding. Then I wrote this book. Clearly 
I'm pushing back out into the world of men. 


Throughout this time, Nelle and I talked on the phone about 
every two weeks. One time when we talked, she said how 
concerned she was for John. Sensing an opening, I shared my 
similar concerns and told a story about one of my own sports 
experiences. 


As much as I loved Dad's sport, golf, my swing developed 
horrible glitches and I was forced to quit the game. I didn’t play 
for twenty years, then took the game back up at age 46 and played 
better than before, except sometimes my putting was awful. 


Nelle said she saw the parallel. A couple of weeks later, she 
called back to say that John had been released. The god had failed. 
What would he say to his father? 


As chance would have it, Harry was in Portland with his 
family for the birth of the first child of one of his daughters. When 
Nelle phoned to tell them John had been released, she reached a 
relative who was a doctor. He thought Nelle said John had a 
disease. Alarmed, Harry called Nelle and John to learn to his great 
relief that John had only been cut from the team. 


John was relieved to have been cut. The life of a minor league 
baseball player was hard. He has a college degree and his dream is 
to be a college athletic director. Nelle is eager to do freelance 
writing and work for a publisher. 


Their lives are moving ahead nicely because they are following 
their hearts. 
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The Tyrannosaurus 


Here I wish to share a recent scene in this play that I am 
writing, choreographing, directing, producing, acting in and 
watching. The scene begins with a dream I had in early 1991 about 
St. John of the Cross. 


St. John, a Catholic monk, was slowly tortured to death by the 
Catholic Church. When he died, his body gave off the scent of 
beautiful flowers and never decomposed. Realizing they had 
murdered a saint, the Church canonized John and preserved his 
beautiful poetry, including poems he wrote about his own dark 
night of the soul and his relationship with God—his “Beloved.” 


I had read about St. John, so in the dream I know who he is. 
But I do not recognize the sinister energy, separate from St. John, 
that is also in the dream. I ponder the sinister aspect in my sleep. 
As I awaken, I hear the words, “WITH RESPECT TO ST. JOHN 
OF THE CROSS, YOU HAVEN'T SEEN ANYTHING YET!” 


Thud. 


The next night I was awakened in the early morning by a 
random telephone call from somebody I didn’t know in Australia. 
He wanted to know who killed Laura Palmer’s father on “Twin 
Peaks.” Laura Palmer was killed by her father who had been taken 
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over by an evil spirit. The eerie music in “Twin Peaks” was like 
the sinister energy in the dream. 


Double thud. 


A couple of nights later I went out for a beer with friends. I 
told them about my dream and the call from Australia, hoping 
they could shed more light on what was coming down the pike. 
They couldn't. I left to drive home. When I started my car, the 
radio DJ said, “And now for the soundtrack from "Twin Peaks.’” 


Wooweewoo! 


Then I caught a terrible flu from my stepson that developed 
into walking pneumonia. I went to Ira, the doctor who had helped 
me see that I couldn't take Dad's offer to finance The High Legal 
Road, and he prescribed erythromycin. I didn’t want to take it but 
figured I had no other choice. I took it five days of the ten-day 
course, then threw it away because the pneumonia had alleviated 
and my gut was on fire. The virus went there after we got rid of 
the threshold messenger—the pneumonia. 


A dream about my liver and right kidney shows where the 
virus is ultimately headed. A blood and urine test for liver and 
kidney function ordered by Joe, another doctor friend, is normal. 
He says that erythromycin only suppresses the pneumonia symp- 
toms, that the course of the illness is not shortened by using this 
antibiotic. 


My liver feels like it’s gripped by a giant claw. It’s the master 
organ in Chinese medicine, the body cleanser, the blood purifier, 
the regulator of digestion. Yet antibiotics can’t deal with viruses, 
and they also make the liver work harder because the liver has to 
neutralize their poisonous residues. I stop taking sugar, fatty 
foods, and alcohol, all of which tax the liver. I go back to my 
herbalist friend who has been so helpful in the past. 

I do not give her my diagnosis. She uses muscle testing to 
learn from my body what herbs it needs. Then she says, “I've seen 
this virus before. It's a mean one. It’s eating your liver and kidney 
and will kill you if it’s not killed first. If we give you what it will 


116 


The Tyrannosaurus 


take to kill the virus in its present form, then that will kill you, too. 
We have to give you something that will first mutate the virus into 
a form that is easier to kill, and we will also have to give you 
something to prevent it from mutating back. We can kill it, but it 
will take time and it will be rough on you.“ 


I remember the St. John of the Cross dream and nearly burst 
into tears. It feels like a crucifixion. Yet the liver is an unusual 
organ. It's the only organ in the body that can usually regenerate 
itself. Does that make it the Christ organ? 


My friend David who gave Nelle the camera urges me to see 
his medical doctor, but I have already seen two of my own. One 
got rid of the symptom, inviting a louder symptom. The other said 
my blood work was excellent; he wished he had blood like mine. I 
tell David that I know the medicos can't help with this one. How 
can I be so sure? I can’t explain it. I just know. And I completely 
trust the herbalist. I can’t explain this to David, either. Hell, I don’t 
need to explain it. 


Hmmm. I see what at least part of this is about. I awoke the 
other day knowing that the virus is about my relationship with 
my stepson and thus with my own child self that he reflects back 
to me. Although I have provided for my child self in many ways, 
Im not his “buddy.” Rolling up my shirt-sleeves and getting next 
to him is hard for me. I prefer writing all day, even into the night, 
to being my whole self. 


Uh, oh. I think I see more of it. I have a devouring, tyranno- 
saurus-like mind. Indeed, I have known for years that when I 
write books and long articles, my gut tightens; I catch myself 
holding my breath, crouched over my computer, neck jammed 
into my shoulders. I go to the chiropractor a lot. 


St. John of the Cross, a man of the heart, assigned the feminine 
gender to the soul of men and women alike and asserted that the 


117 


Prisons & Freedom—Part II 


intellect could never know God. And yet he was murdered by 
mind-driven men of the Catholic church. Laura Palmer was killed 
by her demon-possessed father. The series was devoid of heart 
except for the FBI inspector, Agent Cooper, who was persecuted 
like St. John of the Cross and eventually taken off the job. Each 
episode left the mind tantalized, the heart empty. Maybe that’s 
why the series was canned. 


Yes, dear mind, we did well writing (with covert help from the 
heart) this and four other pretty interesting books. Now it’s time 
for us to take a vacation. I know that scares you. Hell, it scares me. 
We've defined ourselves by our books; they're our identity—our 
shiny, new rope. They have kept us busy all these years, giving 
our life meaning, keeping us active. We dread boredom, not being 
productive. In fact, we fear that as much as most people fear 
running out of money. 


I don't have any more idea than you do about what we will do 
next, but I think it’s time we grabbed that old ragged rope one 
more time, don’t you? Oh, you've just got to finish that groovy 
novel we've been writing. Well why don’t we just take a little time 
off and see how we feel about that this time next month? 


You and I both know that we have a lot more fun when we 
talk about this sort of stuff than when we write about it. Why, 
don’t you remember the night before we did that workshop in the 
prison and we both decided that we should have the whole thing 
tape recorded and then typed up? But we were embarrassed to 
ask Father Anderson; it might have looked egotistical. Now look 
at all the work we had to do to recreate what a tape recorder 
would have preserved verbatim, except for parts that happened 
outside the prison. 

Don’t you see, old friend? We don’t have to work so hard if we 
don’t want to. We can let our long-lost friend, the heart, lead a few 
dances, like old Cliff the artist told us. Yeh, that might be like 
jumping off a cliff (thanks Cliff!), but that’s what it’s all about isn’t 
it, jumping and getting caught? 
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But you say, if we don’t use our mental faculties, then some- 
thing valuable will be lost. Oh come on. Remember our favorite of 
Mr. Gurdjieff’s stories—the one about the time he was led 
blindfolded over several days’ journey to the hidden ashram of a 
secret brotherhood of men from all religious backgrounds. 


At the ashram, the brothers told Mr. Gurdjieff a story about 
two old teachers, why they must have been three hundred years 
old each, who came around every now and then to share their 
wisdom. One teacher was so eloquent, so well-reasoned in his 
presentation—a silver-tongued devil—that the brothers hung on 
his every word. The other mumbled so badly nobody could hear 
or understand him. 


But when the brothers later gathered to discuss what they had 
learned, you know what happened. They found to their surprise 
that they couldn’t remember a thing the eloquent teacher said 
because he spoke from the mind. But they remembered everything 
the other one said because he spoke from his being. 


We like to tell that story to people, don’t we? And we also like 
to tell the story about how Mr. Gurdjieff, after many years of 
writing Beelzebub's Tales to His Grandson, discovered to his great 
distress that only some of his students could grasp the truths he 
tried to impart. Well, well old friend, do you think Mr. Gurdjieff 
wrote from his mind or from his being? Did he practice what he 
preached? 


He himself was never taught by a book. Rather, he was taught 
orally; perhaps that is because the mind can never impart the truth 
through the pen; it has to come through the Word, the same sound 
mentioned early in Genesis and again early in the Gospel accord- 
ing to John. So let’s go about hearing and speaking this Word fora 
while. I think something very interesting, something we will enjoy 
with our mental faculties will come along to entertain us. 

But you say that you are terrified of the heart? Well, the angels 
warned us that “it,” which we now know was the heart, would 
push us to our limits didn’t they? Don’t worry. If we can safely 
paddle a two-hundred-foot waterfall, then we can embrace the 
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heart. Besides, you and I both know that something unimaginably 
huge has been protecting us at least since Nelle and “Lady Luck” 
saved us from fighting in the Vietnam war. 


You remember what happened. We enjoyed a father defer- 
ment from military service, and our son's death exposed us to the 
draft because married men were no longer deferred. The only way 
to avoid immediate induction was to apply for a student defer- 
ment. The problem was that a student deferment was irrevocable 
and guaranteed that we would be drafted as soon as our law 
education was finished. With only one semester of law school left 
to complete, we intelligently applied for the student deferment. 


A few weeks passed and Dianne discovered that she was preg- 
nant again. We raced back to the draft board to see if we could 
retract the student deferment. The woman clerk said it was 
irrevocable, and pulled out our file to prove it by showing us the 
fine print on the deferment form we had signed. But instead of 
handing us the form, she got the strangest look on her face. 


“There’s been a mistake,” she said. “You made your applica- 
tion on the wrong form and have to re-apply for your student 
deferment!” 


We burst out laughing. 


Don’t you see? There was no way we would be allowed to go 
to Vietnam, not after that sacrifice by our son. The powers that be 
had other plans for us. Even so, if you or I had had any clue as to 
what was in store for us when he died, then we would have joined 
the Marine Corps and requested the most dangerous assignments 
available. But let’s be honest. Now we wouldn't trade anything in 
this world for what has happened—or for what is coming, because 
we are not alone in the valley of the shadow of death. And the 
deeper we go into it, the more free we become. 
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The story about my liver, which is still in progress, will take a 
while to tell, and perhaps in telling it I may see it better myself. 
Again, we have Peggy Wright from my local holistic business 
association to blame (or thank) for what follows. 


She called on me the other day for help with several situations 
in her own life about which we had talked before. Before going 
into her latest dramas, I shared with her my recent goings on. 
Then we talked about her problems. 


The bottom line was that she had allowed herself to “rescue” 
three people who didn’t really want to be helped, and now she 
was mired in three bad-ugly tar-babies. The only way out was for 
her to use a lot of male energy. 


Peggy said that she was coming to terms with the masculine in 
the outer world and in herself. I suggested that coming to terms 
with the masculine was not what this was about at all for her. 
Jilting her own feminine intuition was what had gotten her into 
each one of these sticky messes. Indeed, there had been plenty of 
warning signs that she had ignored, thinking all the while that she 
was being nice, spiritual and so forth. In truth, she had ignored 
her intuition because she was terrified of saying “no” to these false 
pleas for help. 
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She said that she needed to take a look at the kind of 
relationships she was drawing to her, that perhaps there was 
another kind of relationship that she simply could not imagine. 


“Like one that isn’t primarily based on solving each other’s 
problems?” I asked. 


Her jaw dropped. 


Peggy’s a good sport, and she received my feedback without 
accusing me of being an arrogant know-it-all. 


As I smugly sat there thinking what great work I had done 
with her, she turned the tables by asking, “Sloan, have you ever 
thought about just saying ‘no’ to being sick?” I had to be honest 
and admitted that I had never given it a moment’s thought. In 
fact, I had assumed for many years that it was my spiritual path to 
work everything out through my body. Well, that set me to 
thinking. We ended our meeting. 


Later in the day I got restless as afternoon summer storms 
built up over our town. I love these storms, always have. This 
time, though, there is something extra, something twitching deep 
inside. 

I get in my car. Leaving our driveway, I see three storm 
centers—one to the west, one to the south, and one to the east. I 
head west where there’s the most lightning. 


I drive half a mile but that isn’t the right direction. I turn north. 
I know that I have to get out in the middle of the storms, up ona 
ridge. This sort of thing I’ve never done before in a storm. Yet I 
can’t find the right spot. All the side roads lead down into low 
places where the view of the approaching storms is blocked by 
ridges that are a long walk from the road. 


I drive back into town and head east, then north again on a 
back road. Just past the county water reservoir, I find a trailhead 
leading west. There's a south-facing fence. It's on a ridge, the view 
I want, only about half a mile from where I was earlier. I've driven 
around unconsciously triangulating the spot. 
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Walking to the fence, I say out loud, “My being sick no longer 
serves anyone or anything. It's time for this to stop. Teach me in 
another way, otherwise all the work we did will be wasted.” 


I climb up on the top rail and sit facing south into the cool, 
moist wind driven by the three storms. About two hundred yards 
south, down in a hollow, is a marsh at the edge of the reservoir. 
The wind carries its musty, salty smell through several horses in 
the meadow and their manure, over the summer grasses and 
flowers, right to me. It’s delicious. My breath slows and deepens. 
My chest expands—it had contracted from constantly breathing 
Moms cigarette smoke. She had smoked two packs of Pall Malls a 
day since she was fifteen. No wonder I'm so prone to pneumonia! 


I feel very light. My heart opens. I’m in another world. 


The only time Mom was ever fully there for me was when I 
was sick. Are my repeated bouts of bad health my way of calling 
her back to me? Her cancer started in her liver. Are we sympa- 
thetically bonded liver to liver? Have I held onto her in my liver as 
a way of insuring that someday I will get closure with her? Well, 
this is the time for closure. Sitting on the fence rail, I feel her leave, 
freeing her, freeing me. 

I sound the note of my soul, taking a deep breath and then 
exhaling, making a toning sound unique to me, unlike any other 
sound I know. I do this for a few minutes, then I know it’s 
finished. 

A few days later, I went to Joe, the doctor who had ordered the 
lab work that didn’t show anything wrong with my liver or kid- 
neys. Although he’s still a doctor, his primary line of work now is 
Rolfing, a form of body-mind-spirit bodywork. We have worked 
together about six weeks, helping my body release what I'm 
working out in my psyche. Today I tell him we work on the heart. 

As he begins, he says, “I’m curious to know what you see in 
there,” meaning in my heart. 


“Curiosity killed the cat,” I laugh diabolically. 
“What's behind that laugh?” he asks. 
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“Everything. If you keep asking questions to satisfy your 
mind, you’re going to get insulted. This is about the heart. It 
doesn’t care about your curiosity.” 


We work together in silence, he with his hands, I watching my 
inner experience. Then out of my mouth pops, “There is nothing 
beneath the laughter. The laughter is everything.” 

That night I reviewed all my childhood pictures. Most were 
little black-and-white snapshots taken by Mom. The kid in each 
picture scowls or shows a sick-looking smile. There are a couple of 
photos of me with Dad and one taken I think by Dad of Mom and 
me at at my fourth birthday party. We sit touching, heads near, 
my hopeful look the never-realized potential. 


Should I burn the pictures in some sort of ceremony? Will that 
cut the cord? Or should I save them for my daughters who have 
never seen them, never seen their daddy as a little boy with his 
mommy and daddy. I’ll know what to do if I wait. My heart will 
show the way. 


Later that night I dream I'm sitting next to an older man friend 
whom I don’t recognize as anyone I know in real life. I say to him, 
“I would like to feel your breast“—his right one. I awake, thinking 
oh, no, not more of this mixed up sexual stuff! I thought I was 
through with all that! 


I take a long walk at sunrise. I know this can only be healed by 
the heart, that the mind cannot help here. I've planned a trip to 
California to visit several men to whom I've often talked on the 
telephone but have never met face to face. I've really been looking 
forward to this trip, but perhaps I shouldn’t be. I’ve heard there 
are a lot of gays in California. Maybe I’m going there to find that 
man in the dream—to confront my own homosexuality. 


When I get back from my walk, Betty asks if something is 
wrong. I reluctantly tell her the dream. She smiles and says, “Did 
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you consider the possiblity that this man in the dream is the nur- 
turing man in you? You've spent so much time reclaiming your 
own feminine, do you think it's now time to reclaim your own 
nurturing masculine? After all, you wanted to touch his breast, a 
nurturing area, not his genitals.” 


My poor mind had given the dream the worst possible inter- 
pretation, and Betty had given the heart’s interpretation. Indeed, 
the pneumonia was mainly lodged in the right side. The virus hit 
my liver and right kidney. In Chinese medicine, the liver is where 
unresolved anger is stored, the kidney unresolved fear. The right 
side of the body is the masculine side. The trip I’ve been planning 
is about meeting men who are very different from the ones of old, 
different from the ones I had to let go. 


During the next few nights, I had one or more dreams about 
being in conflict situations with men, helping them solve their 
problems, calling them on their unethical behavior, physically 
fighting with them when all else failed. 


Then I gota call from the leader of the men’s group that I de- 
scribed earlier. He called to see if I wanted to enroll in another of 
his groups, but we ended up talking about our mutual struggles 
with what he called “the dark feminine.” He came over for a face- 
to-face talk, and I loaned him a copy of the manuscript of this 
book. He called back to say it had really changed his thinking. 


The next day I made the decision to publish this book without 
copyrighting it. It just didn’t seem right to hold onto it, even 
though I had every legal right to do that, even though every 
“authored” book I had read had been copyrighted. I was 
reminded of St. Francis who stripped naked and walked into the 
forest away from his wealthy father, away from his village, away 
from everything. Yet things turned out pretty well for St. Francis 
after he did that. 

Maybe someday I'll get the message that I need to give every- 
thing away as St. Francis did. I was told loud and clear not to live 
vicariously through The High Legal Road. Now I've heard just as 
loud and clear that I’m not to own this book. Who can say what 
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else my heart will ask me to give up? Whatever it is will be some- 
thing I do not need, something that keeps me from being free. 


Speaking of my heart, I just now see something new about the 
St. John of the Cross dream. When the voice said in that dream, 
“WITH RESPECT TO ST. JOHN OF THE CROSS, YOU HAVEN’T 
SEEN ANYTHING YET,” my macho martyr-prone mind initially 
seized on the terrible difficulties St. John had endured, proudly 
wearing them like a military purple heart medal. I completely 
ignored the positive aspects of St. John’s life—that he died a fully- 
realized man, a Divine poet—that his dying body released the 
smell of beautiful flowers. Well hasn’t my body been my constant 
teacher, my burden? Haven't I struggled long and hard to realize 
the Divine poet in me? Could it be... ? 


During my last visit to the herbalist, she said my body was 
calling for herbs to support the heart and the yin (the feminine) 
and to correct a “fire” imbalance. Fire is one of the five elements of 
Chinese medicine. When it’s out of balance, the mind is deranged 
in some way or another. 


I can’t disclose my herbalist friend’s name because she is too 
busy doing God’s work to be bothered by the state medical 
association which is threatened by and would like to get rid of the 
likes of her, a healer who says cancer is one of the easiest of all 
diseases to treat. 


When I told her about the “clean” lab tests, she laughed wryly, 
“I was sick throughout my pregnancy. They took my blood every 
month and never found the cancer until after my child was born. 
Then they said it was too late to use chemotherapy or radiation, 
and sent me home to die. 


“With only a few months at most to live, we bought a small 
farm in Utah because I had always loved living in the country. 
Not long after we moved onto the place, I met a person who put 
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me in touch with an herbalist in Canada. I went to him and made 
a full recovery from the cancer. This man trained me in his work, 
and now I use it to help others and to teach my own students.” 


She is angry at the medicos, scoffs at them. But medicos 
brought me into this life, saved me from certain death at the hands 
of dysentery, tried to save me from myself when I couldn’t bring 
myself to say “no” to working for Dad, delivered my lovely 
daughters, saved Nelle’s leg, fixed my crooked nose thus ending 
my many years of chronic sinus infections, saved me from myself 
when I couldn't understand the snake lady, and repaired my male 
sexual organs which I had severed to avoid having more children. 


I’m thankful to be free from the prisons of hating and needing 
to change the real estate, medical and legal professions, all of 
whom once represented my rejecting childhood authority figures. 
I'm also thankful for all the other prisons I was in, learned from, 
and then dissolved. But most of all, I’m thankful to just be me. 
Now I see clearly what I could not see before: that my dear son's 
mission was to help me find myself—the rose. Blessed be. 
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Other Prisons & Escapes 


The Corporal and the General 


As a brief introduction to the last part of this book, let me say 
that if you are like me, then you have two principal parts to 
yourself: your God-essence (called the “soul” by some people) 
and your ego. Your God-essence, which lives in your heart, is all- 
wise. Your ego? Well let's just say your ego, which lives in your 
mind, isn't as wise as it would like to think. I like to compare my 
ego to an ambitious corporal in an army, having under his direc- 
tion and control a squad of privates. 


For years, my corporal thought he was the general. My general 
went along with this, allowing my corporal to stumble around like 
a blind hog hunting acorns, finding one by luck every now and 
then, enough to stay alive but not enough to heal his gnawing fear 
of starving to death. The general sent the corporal many subtle 
messages about abundance and easy living that the corporal liked 
about as much as being attacked by a swarm of hornets. 


After I asked to be used to serve humanity, which I shared 
earlier, the general started giving my corporal more direct orders, 
like the command to write the new law book. Although the 
corporal heard that and many of the general’s other orders, he did 
not at first understand them. 


The general knew this would happen and did not punish the 
corporal for being ignorant. The general figured that sooner or 
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later the corporal would recognize who was boss—that the boss 
was a kind boss who loved the corporal very much and who 
needed the corporal for the army to properly function on Earth. 


At first, my corporal was terrified to find he was not the 
general. This realization so upset my corporal that he pretended to 
doubt the general’s existence. That led to some very interesting 
experiences in my corporal's life, many of which I have already 
shared. 


To begin this part of the book, I will share two more stories 
about my corporal’s initiatory experiences. Then I will share the 
abbreviated stories of several other people’s corporals meeting 
their generals. Some of the stories have happy resolutions, 
whereas others do not. The last three pieces, “Of Sharks and 
Men,” “Genesis Revisited,” and “Jesus’ Satan,” are of a different 
genre, but pretty much sum up, I think, this entire book. 


Before telling these next stories, though, I should first say 
something about my direct—some would say confrontational— 
way of working with people who come to me for healing. 


Having read thus far, you know that my inner (and outer) 
teachers primarily use ruthless compassion with me, delivering 
the message and leaving it to me to decide what, if anything, I will 
do about it. This is in stark contrast to the “indirect” approach 
used by most “priests” (e.g., ministers, gurus, therapists, 
counselors) who usually maintain long-term relationships with 
their wards and often get paid a bundle in the process. 


Most people who come to me for help have already tried the 
priest route and the problem still persists. Since the indirect 
approach has not worked for them, I just tell it as I see it. If they 
are receptive to what I say and want to do something about it, 
then I offer to help them work through it. However, if their 
response is to argue with me, I simply back off. This may seem 
calloused, but there are good reasons for this method. 


When we argue, that diverts them from the message. They 
only hear me and their corporal, when what they need to hear is 
their general. If instead they allow themselves to sit with the 


132 


The Corporal and the General 


message without arguing or trying to do anything about it right 
away, pretty soon their general and outer serendipitous events 
show them the way through the lesson with little additional input 
from me—or from their friends and priests. 


But if they choose to ignore the message, or if they go off and 
talk it to death with their friends and priests who probably have 
pretty much the same unlearned lessons and therefore are likely to 
reinforce their denial, then another, usually louder message comes 
along to make the point. This may not seem fair, but I have found 
time after time that we are taught as gently as we allow—that the 
harder of hearing we are, the louder we make the volume. This is 
why I don’t mince any words when I tell people what I think 
about their situation. I know that the volume will likely increase if 
they don't get it this time around. 


That said, let’s begin again. 
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A Sudden Change 
of Plans 


After completing the Hakomi training in early 1988, I moved 
back to Birmingham where I planned to finish the new law book 
and become the legal messiah. Betty, whom I had met during the 
training, was to move to Birmingham that fall with her son. An 
obstacle was the boy's father who lived in the same town they did. 
We feared that he would object to Betty moving out of state. 


Over the next few months a series of rather irregular events 
caused me to realize that their move to Birmingham could not take 
place. Indeed, it seemed that Betty and I would have to call off our 
engagement. I felt that my world had caved in. 


Then one day as I was eating breakfast alone, The Voice said: 
“YOU COULD MOVE THERE TO LIVE, YOU KNOW!” 


I was stunned. Betty and I had never even talked about that 
possibility because we both felt the legal messiah needed to work 
in Birmingham where he had a reputation. Furthermore, in 
Birmingham, a city of 800,000, I was unique, whereas in Betty’s 
much smaller city, many people claimed to have healing skills 
comparable to my own. I would be just another minnow in the 
pond. Yet I knew in my heart The Voice was right. 
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Later in the morning, I went to a nearby river where there was 
a dam with water cascading over the top. I sat on the edge of the 
dam arguing with The Voice, all to no avail. Then I saw how I had 
encouraged Betty to fight over her son and take him from his 
father, as Dianne and I had fought about her taking our son away 
from me—as my mother and father had fought over me. There it 
was: my family’s pattern of parents fighting over their sons. 

Greatly sobered, I called Betty that night. 


“I've got something to tell you, and I think you should be 
sitting down,” I said. 

“Will it make me cry?” she asked, tentatively. 

“Probably, but I think you'll like it.” 

“Well, what is it?” 

“I'm moving there to live next September.” 

We cried together. 

Thus began one of the most interesting times of my life. I 
won't say it was easy, nor will I say any more about it because that 
would break the container of our relationship, and Betty promised 
to kill me if I did that. However you can surmise that some good 
things have happened for us, because we got married in March 
1989, bought a home in November 1989, and I had the vasectomy 
reversal in February 1990. 

No, we haven't conceived yet but we're hopeful. Trying to 
bring another of God’s children into this world has been a most 
educational and healing experience for us both. 
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I shared in Part II my powerful dream experiences at Heavenly 
Retreat in January 1989. Here I will tell the rest of that story—the 
part my corporal never wanted to face. 


I had gone to the retreat planning to stay a month, to rest and 
work through various issues that writing The High Legal Road had 
triggered in me. On arrival, I found myself more eager to do 
spiritual teaching than I was prepared to receive. In my zeal to 
show others the spiritual path, and thus show off, I pushed too 
hard. A few of the other guests reacted against me and, at the end 
of the second week of my stay, I was abruptly told by the woman 
administrator to leave. 


No effort was made to work with me about my egocentric 
behavior, or to use conflict resolution techniques to address the 
issues between these guests and myself. I had bared my soul to 
Drs. L and Q, and they had been helpful with respect to matters 
described in Part II. Furthermore, they had taught me much of 
what I now know about interpreting symbolism in both dreams 
and interpersonal conflict. Yet as close as we had grown, neither 
were around when I was dismissed, or afterwards. I left the place 
without even getting to tell them good-bye. It was awful. 


From a legal perspective, the retreat’s actions amounted to 
gross therapeutic abandonment, in other words, malpractice. I 
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thought about filing a grievance complaint with the state medical 
board “so that this sort of thing would never happen again!” and 
then discarded that idea. Instead, I stopped payment on my check 
and offered to pay on condition that Dr. L meet with his staff and 
discuss what happened. I wanted him to face how unprofession- 
ally I had been treated and I wanted an apology, the same apology 
I had long wanted from my father whom Dr. L came to represent. 
Dr. L refused my demand, so I did not pay the bill. 


After I decided not to pay, I had a dream. In the dream, I’m 
trying a lawsuit against the FAA on behalf of the widow of a pilot 
who was killed in an airplane crash. My theory is that the control 
tower operator gave the pilot faulty information on an IFR (Instru- 
ment Flight Rules) approach, and that misinformation was what 
caused the pilot to crash his airplane. 


A meeting occurs in the judge’s chambers. Present are the 
judge, the government defense lawyer, and myself. The judge asks 
if I have read the National Transportation Safety Board’s accident 
report, and I say that I have not done that. He gives it to me to 
read, and I flip to the end to read the conclusion. The conclusion 
is: “The accident was due to pilot error. The pilot was trying to 
make an instrument approach and was not instrument rated.“ Į 
awake, shaking. 


As a lawyer, I had tried that exact case and lost it. I knew the 
dream meant that my own inner pilot was in error. Yet I could not 
bring myself to look at how that could be. The next night I had yet 
another dream. 

In this dream I stand on a street corner. Two lawyers I know 
walk toward me. One is the president of the Alabama Bar Associa- 
tion; the other is a highly-regarded Alabama trial lawyer. We went 
to law school together and they beat the socks off me in our moot 
court trials. In real life, I have great respect for both lawyers. As 
they pass me in the dream, they scowl and turn their heads away, 
walking by without looking at me or saying anything. I awake. 

I ponder the dream and decide that my friends do not like me 
(in the dream) because of my earlier book, Kill All the Lawyers??? 1 
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compare them in my mind to Dr. L who resembles a wily lawyer 
in the way he avoids facing his side of our dispute. So I feel even 
more justified in not paying the bill. Although this was a situation 
where all signs screamed for me to yield, I stubbornly held my 
position. 

Nearly a year and a half passed. The High Legal Road was at the 
book-designer/typesetter and he was stalling. I got pretty hot 
about his not meeting our agreed delivery schedules and was 
about to fire him. Then I found myself thinking about the unpaid 
bill at Heavenly. I reluctantly admitted to myself that to represent 
the principles in the book, I had to live by them. I paid the bill. 
Two days later, Federal Express delivered camera-ready proofs. 


After the booksigning, I received a telephone solicitation from 
the retreat for a donation. The caller was a man Dr. L had hired, or 
so he said, to improve Heavenly’s image and revenues. He said he 
had worked at other spiritual retreats, and I got the impression 
that he was a hotshot at that sort of stuff. He also dropped the fact 
that Dr. L really liked the complimentary copy of The High Legal 
Road that I had sent him. I declined the invitation to make a contri- 
bution and afterwards wondered if Dr. L wasn’t getting himself 
into a mess by trying to turn healing into big business. 


As chance would have it, I soon found myself in need of the 
services of a homeopathic doctor, which Dr. L was. So I called him 
to ask if he knew any such doctors in my area. During this con- 
versation, he revealed that Heavenly had been in dire financial 
straights since not long afer my visit—that a big cause of the 
problem had been his administrator whom he had to fire. He 
admitted that he had not wanted to face her but that circum- 
stances finally forced him to take action. 


Then he described how excited he was about the new market- 
ing program that he financed by mortgaging the land (the femi- 
nine) at the retreat. My heart sank as I thought about the healers I 
knew who had gone for the glamor and later rued it. But there 
wasn’t an opening to say anything and I let it go. I had learned my 
lesson about teaching people uninvited. 
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Ina way, I felt cheated by not being able to claim credit for Dr. 
L and his administrator “getting theirs.” That was my corporal's 
historical response to not getting credit where credit was due. But 
I also felt in awe about how right it all turned out without me 
doing a thing other than attending to my side of the matter. That 
was my corporal’s new response, my corporal waking up to the 
fact that he’s not alone—that God can manage nicely, sometimes 
with my corporal's help, sometimes without it. 

A few months later, just as this book was going to press, I took 
a trip that happened to take me near Heavenly. On an impulse I 
dropped in and sadly found that it was the last day the retreat 
would be open for business. Indeed the aggressive marketing 
campaign had bankrupted Heavenly. Dr. L, whose family had 
owned the place for years, was being forced to sell the land. 
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Not long after The High Legal Road came out, I donated three 
copies to a local college of transpersonal psychology. I learned on 
delivering the books that the school was going out of business. I 
knew that Peggy Wright (my HBA-rescue friend) once had been 
the marketing director at the college, and so I called to let her 
know it was folding. She said some things about the school that I 
found most interesting. 


“That school,” she said, “has had financial problems from the 
beginning. The idea for it began one night at a gathering in some- 
body’s home. They were learning wonderful and exciting things 
about healing, and the eventual founder said, ‘We could package 
and sell this!’ That led to the school being opened. It never made 
money; it was always ego-driven; and that’s why it failed.” 


I knew that Betty and her first husband had hosted that 
meeting in their home. When I told Betty what Peggy had said, 
she confirmed that this was indeed what had transpired. They 
were never comfortable with the idea and disassociated them- 
selves from the project. 


Anyway, about three days after I gave the books to this soon- 
to-be defunct school, a woman on the staff whom I will call Jane 
phoned me. “Let’s get together over lunch and share ideas!” she 
offered enthusiastically. I was pretty sure that what she wanted 


141 


Prisons & Freedom—Part III 


from me was to pick my brain so that she could improve her 
income. But I thought something else might come from it, and so I 
agreed to the meeting. 

A heavy, broad-shouldered woman wearing a blouse with 
shoulder pads, she was all business. Right off, she handed me a 
book she wrote for women about economic survival in divorce. 
Then she gave me a flyer for a workshop she was promoting, 
entitled “Women, Power and Money.” She wanted me to read the 
book later and then give her feedback about it, but over lunch she 
asked my advice about her workshops. 


“My brother, a born-again Christian type, really reacted to the 
workshop title,” she said. “He felt it was too aggressive, too 
women’s lib. Said it would just make things between men and wo- 
men worse. He just doesn’t understand what it’s like for women.” 
She looked at me, no doubt expecting me to side with her. 


“I think I agree with him,” I responded. “Power is an ego 
word; it hooks the ego, not the soul. Are you trying to teach 
women to win, or are you trying to teach them to respect 
themselves? They are not the same thing.” 


“Tm trying to teach them self-respect,” she assured me. 


“Well, I agree that many women need to gain that, but I think 
your title suggests you will teach them something else,” I offered. 

“I tried other titles, but this is the only one that fills work- 
shops, and I just love teaching!” she exclaimed, indicating that her 
corporal needed to have workshops full of paying adorers. 

I felt the main problem women faced was a destruction of their 
own feminine—the same problem men faced—and her approach 
probably encouraged women to act even more like men, further 
deepening their already terrible split from the feminine. “If wo- 
men said ‘No’ when they meant no, most of the predicaments they 
find themselves in would never happen, and they wouldn't need 
to go to workshops to learn about being powerful,” I suggested. 


She wolfed down the rest of her lunch and was out of there. 
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I read her book a few days later and found it to be a very good, 
no-nonsense survival manual for women in divorce. I called her 
and said so, suggesting ways she might promote the book. She 
responded with a guarded “Thank you.” I then suggested that she 
change the name of her workshop to “Women, Dignity and 
Money,” and to that she did not respond. We ended our con- 
versation, and that was the last I heard from her. 
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Dell from another state came to me on recommendation of a 
mutual woman friend with whom I had been working. Heavily 
involved in writing and publishing, mostly in the area of business 
reform, Dell's slant was astrology. She had several younger 
women apprentices, and my sense was that theirs was an Amazon 
type of organization. 


In any event, Dell admitted to having a hard time making 
money for familiar (to me) reasons: she was trying to use her 
writing and publishing to change the male world of business 
which she had vicariously substituted for her cold and distant 
father whom she had never been able to change. 


She wanted to know my astrology and in a moment of weak- 
ness I told her the day, time and place of my birth. I also gave her 
some new things I had written, because she said that she was 
interested in having me write for her publication. 


I then shared with her that it looked to me like her life's work 
to change the male domain of business was an unconscious 
attempt to change her father. Whereupon she abruptly ended the 
meeting, saying she had promised to take our mutual friend out to 
dinner. This came as guite a surprise, because before agreeing to 
talk with her I had gotten her to commit to spending about two 
hours with me. Only forty-five minutes had passed. 
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A week later, I received a large package of her own writings 
which confirmed my sense that she was removed from her own 
feminine. Her slant was acutely doomsday (fearful) and analytical, 
and geared toward changing everything male, but not herself. Ac- 
companying these materials was a long, hard-to-read handwritten 
letter to the effect that our astrology suggested many publishing 
connections and possibilities. She also stated her desire to return 
to my area in the near future and do more healing work with me. 


This struck me as a roundabout way of asking me to go into 
business with her and help pay her bills. I wrote back saying the 
astrology was all very interesting and maybe we would do some 
writing and publishing together, but my intuition told me that we 
would not have an economic liaison. 


She wrote another hard-to-read handwritten letter explaining 
how her astrology now indicated that she and her apprentices 
needed to go on a writing retreat—that it would be much longer 
before she could come back and work with me around her 
spiritual development. That was the last I heard from her. 


146 


Our Founding Fathers 


Agnes was a mental health practitioner for many years. Late in 
life she changed careers and was, when she called me long- 
distance, the head of a new real estate association that was deeply 
involved in reforming (without invitation) the National Associa- 
tion of Realtors (NAR) from within. Her association had the same 
crusading agenda I had once had: eliminating the doubledealing 
real estate agent-broker. 


Agnes was anxious for me to re-introduce my first two books, 
Home Buyers: Lambs to the Slaughter? and Selling Your Home, $weet 
Home, both of which ruthlessly exposed the shadow-of-deception 
side of NAR’s well-groomed image. The books were still under 
contract with Prentice Hall and I was still mad about what hap- 
pened to them. I also had the opinion that I probably should have 
never written the books because of all the problems my ego 
caused me over them. I advised her to light a fire under Prentice 
Hall if she wanted to see more books in public hands. So far, so 
good. Then the devil in me took over. 


I said I no longer looked at the double-agent issue as I once 
had. When she asked me to explain, I said that I no longer thought 
the general solution was for Realtors to represent either the buyer 
or the seller. Rather, I thought the more practical solution was for 
Realtors to quit holding themselves out as agents, period. Instead, 
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Realtors should function solely as middlemen, dealmakers hold- 


ing 


no agency allegiance to either side—and disclose that up front. 


After all, they did that anyway, so why pretend it didn’t happen? 


“What about all the work so-and-so and so-and-so (old friends 


of mine), not to mention yourself, did to bring this evil within real 
estate into the light of day?!!!” she angrily demanded. 


I said I thought the evil was something other than double- 


dealing and offered to write an article about it for her association’s 
journal. She invited the article and here is the essence of what it 
said. 
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Co-dependence and Deception in NAR 


People who grow up in dysfunctional families gravitate toward 
organizations with similar dysfunctional features. In this case, the 
core dysfunction in NAR is doubledealing, speaking out of both 
sides of the mouth at the same time. That suggests most Realtors 
grew up in dysfunctional families where doubletalk was a way of 
life. It was absolutely necessary for their psychic and perhaps even 
physical survival. So when real estate reformers come along and try 
to eliminate doubledealing in real estate, that challenges Realtors’ 
survival mechanisms and triggers in them an unconscious terror of 
annihilation. This explains why Realtors so vigorously resist this 
change, even though it is clear to anyone with eyes to see that such 
change is needed. 


Another aspect here is that, under the axiom “It takes one to 
know one,” the reformers most likely grew up in doubletalk family 
environments themselves. They did not like their families’ dis- 
honesty and tried very hard to change it. Unsuccessful in that, they 
found an organizational context through which they could continue 
the war against dishonesty that they had lost in their dysfunctional 
families. 


Instead of trying to change people who do not want to change, 
reformers should simply pull out of NAR altogether and form an 
entirely new organization, one in which agents-brokers only rep- 
resent one side of the deal. That will be scary, no doubt, but it will 
bring with it spiritual healing for the reformers. However, if they 


Our Founding Fathers 


continue their present course, nothing will change and they will 
probably go to their graves harboring bitterness toward NAR for not 
coming around to their way of thinking, the same bitterness they 
probably still harbor toward their families of origin. 


Agnes wrote a long, sharp reply in which she asked the 
following question: “What would have happened if our Founding 
Fathers had taken that lie-down-and-die attitude? Why, we would 
not even be a nation!” 


I wrote back saying I was glad she had used our Founding 
Fathers to make her point. Indeed, our Founding Fathers had seen 
early on that there was no way to reform the English. So our 
Founding Fathers took the supreme risk—their lives—to birth an 
entirely new country. As one of them said, “Give me liberty, or 
give me death!” That was the spiritual path, I said, risking every- 
thing to achieve what really counted. 


Curiously, later events changed my mind about my books. I 
reacquired the rights from Prentice Hall and republished the 
books in paperback myself, intending to sell them by mail order 
like this book. Then I found myself, hat in hand, asking Agnes for 
her help in selling my books. She was delighted to hear from me, 
not at all the reaction I had expected. 


She offered to review the books in her association’s newsletter 
and to suggest that brokers and agents of like mind use my books 
as prospecting tools to persuade home buyers and sellers to use 
the new-breed real estate people who were springing up all 
around the country as the result of the ground-breaking work my 
pioneering real estate buddies and I did ten years previously. 


149 


OST 


II] HBd — opad] 2 SUOSIA 


The Medical Malpractice 
“Victim” 


Monica called me from New York after reading an interview 
of me in Science of Mind Magazine. She said she wanted to talk 
about her medical malpractice case. I was jaded from a hard day's 
work and suggested that we talk another day. We agreed to a 
future date but she insisted on telling me some things about her 
case anyway. 


She had had two breast (silicone) implant surgeries in St. Louis 
both of which failed when the implants were rejected by her body. 
She claimed that the surgeon—the same one did both surgeries— 
had botched the job. I suggested that she read The High Legal Road 
before we next talked because I thought the book would prepare 
her for what we might get into and save us both much of the ego 
posturing that normally surrounds the learning that, ona spiritual 
level, a legal problem is ninety-nine percent about self, one 
percent about other people. 


Monica claimed that she was impoverished and couldn’t 
afford the book until her welfare check came the next month. I 
asked how she had been able to afford the cost of two round trip 
air fares to St. Louis and two surgeries. She said that her sister had 
paid for it. 
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I wondered why she couldn't ask her sister to buy her a book 
that might change her whole outlook on life, but I didn’t ask. 
Instead I said, “It looks to me like the Universe is screaming that 
enlarging your breasts is not the solution, and now you want to 
sue the messenger. I think this case is about your impoverished 
view of yourself as a woman.” 


She was quiet a moment, then said, “Well, I never thought 
about it that way.” She paused again, then said, “But that’s not 
what this case is about.” 


“Well, that’s what I think it’s about, and when you call me 
next week that's what we're going to explore.” 


Again she denied that this was what the case was about and 
said that she was looking forward to our next talk. We ended the 
conversation. I never heard from her again. 


As an aside that may well get me into hot water, I was called 
by about ten people who read that interview. All practiced Science 
of Mind and attended the Church of Religious Science which pub- 
lishes the magazine. Of the ten who called, only one was initially 
able to look at her case in what I would call a realistic manner. 


The other callers, like Monica, initially wanted to place all the 
blame outside of themselves. In addition, they were trying to 
resolve the matter by prayer or meditation—as a way of avoiding 
responsibility for having caused their own problem and as a way 
of avoiding doing anything about it. 


For instance, one woman had been beaten by her boyfriend 
and had finally gotten him to move out of her apartment. About a 
year later, she let him move back in against her better judgment, 
and he was beating her up again when she called. She said that 
she had been praying for a miracle—that she had been visualizing 
white light around him, sending him love. Yet he continued to 
beat her up and be otherwise abusive—and he refused to leave. 


I asked if Jesus went off and prayed or visualized white light 
when he saw the moneychangers in the temple. She was quiet. I 
then advised her to hire a lawyer or find some other way to get 
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him out of her apartment. She said that he might kill her, and I 
said that if he was dangerous, then she needed to have the police 
there when she gave him the boot. She took my advice, albeit 
reluctantly, and her boyfriend left in a huff under the watchful eye 
of one of her men friends and a police officer. 


When she called to tell me the outcome, she was both elated 
and frightened. I asked if she saw how much male energy she had 
been forced to use to protect herself, all because she had been 
unable to follow her feminine intuition. She said that she under- 
stood. I told her that she would be tested again, either by this man 
or by another one like him, to make sure that she had lcarned 
about protecting her feminine. After that, a decent man would 
come into her life. She thanked me for my time, and we ended the 
conversation. 


This case and Monica’s were representative of cases people 
who had read the article called for my help with. About half of 
these people were able to retract their projections, and I’m sure 
they ultimately benefited from that. The other half responded 
from their fear as Monica did, and I have no way of knowing how 
things later went for them. The whole experience left me 
wondering if the Church of Religous Science shouldn’t give some 
thought to exchanging the word “mind” for the word “heart”? 
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The Thief Hater 


My lawyer friend Jason landed the case of a lifetime. His 
clients, beneficiaries of a large trust created by their father, had 
been robbed blind by bank trustees. Investigating the case, Jason 
found that the trustees were crack-cocaine addicts who committed 
the thievery to support drug habits and high-rolling lifestyles. 


On Jason's prodding, the federal and state banking and law 
enforcement agencies had gotten involved, and criminal indict- 
ments were falling. This pleased Jason because the crimimal 
investigations provided him with additional discovery in the civil 
damage suit he had filed in state court, and he also intended to 
introduce the criminal convictions as evidence in that lawsuit. 


When Jason first talked with me about the case, I cautioned 
him to present just the facts in the civil suit and to let federal and 
state agencies handle the criminal prosecutions. I feared that if he 
assumed the criminal prosecutor's role, he would find himself 
prosecuted in some way or another. Sure enough, the defendants’ 
lawyers filed an ethics complaint with the state Bar accusing Jason 
of instituting a criminal proceeding to aid in the prosecution of a 
civil lawsuit, something lawyers are not allowed to do. 

On a later occasion, Jason asked what I thought the spiritual 
lesson was for his clients. I replied that I suspected it was about 
making their own way in the world instead of living off their 
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inheritance—that the trustees were simply rude messengers as far 
as the heirs were concerned. Jason grinned and said that, indeed, 
the beneficiaries had all turned lazy after inheriting the trust. Then 
he launched to a verbal bashing of the “thieves” at the bank. 


I asked why he was so mad about thieves, and he emphatically 
said, “I don’t know, I just hate theft!” 


I knew Jason’s father had died when he was a boy and that he 
had never gotten over it. So I asked, “And did you feel that your 
father stole your inheritance from you by dying?” 


He looked stunned. 


I also knew Jason was an alcoholic, most likely related to the 
untimely loss of his father, and that he dropped out of sight every 
now and then. So I asked the corresponding question, “And do 
you steal your own sons’ inheritances by being an alcoholic?” 


His expression turned ashen. 


Although Jason was a friend, there are limits to friendship, so I 
stopped talking, even though there was more I wanted to say. This 
was a good lesson in restraint because I sometimes say too much 
at times like this. I had shown him the BIG LAWS, and that was all 
I could do. 


You might wonder if my position is that Jason should not have 
even filed this lawsuit? No, a terrible wrong had been committed 
that needed to be corrected. However, in filing the case in ignor- 
ance, Jason unwittingly put himself and his clients in spiritual 
jeopardy. It would have been much better for them to first step 
back and take care of their own unfinished business, or at least 
begin to work on it, before going after the thieves. 


You also might wonder how this case actually turned out. 
Well, it’s still in progress. Jason has been handed many un- 
expected setbacks in an open-and-shut case. This circumstantially 
suggests that neither he nor his clients are doing much about their 
lessons. After all, plaintiffs are required by the secular courts to 
have “clean hands” when asking for legal relief. So is it not logical 
that they must meet the same requirement in the Higher Court? 
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In early 1986, I met John, a handsome man in his early sixties. 
He was selling stock in his new company which had acguired a 
license on an exciting new patented X-ray technology. It looked 
like a good gamble, so I invested a wad. Afterwards, we became 
good friends and had many long talks about the pressures fathers 
put on their sons. “I had a demanding father who treated me like I 
could never achieve anything, and I always proved him wrong by 
going him two better!” John bragged. 


Yet as months stretched into years, John could not make a sale. 
Each time I asked about the first sale, he would tell me about this 
or that hot sales prospect on the horizon or a venture capitalist 
about to buy into his company. For four years the pot of gold at 
the end of John’s rainbow was always just over the hill. Despile 
his herculean efforts—years of eighty-hour weeks and putting 
every cent he had into the company—his fully-developed and 
very worthy product was stalled. 


Since I had invested a great deal of money, I felt it was okay to 
speak to John about what might be creating the “block” in his 
sales efforts. I began by asking him to imagine what it would be 
like to quit telling me and all his other shareholders about fish he 
had on the line but had not landed. He blanched, then asked me to 
continue. I said I thought he sabotaged his sales efforts by brag- 
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ging about possibilities, that he needed to quit counting chickens 
before they hatched if he wanted his company to succeed. He 
invited me to say more, so I asked if he used his company to prove 
once again to his father that he was two-better. 

“Not at all; my father died years ago,” John assured. 

“And how many shareholders do you have?” I asked. 

“Why, about 350.” 


“And do you try to prove to them what you once tried to 
prove to your father?” I probed. 


The most amazed look came over his face. He then shared that 
he felt awful about having taken his shareholders’ money and not 
yet having produced a profit. He admitted to spending a great 
deal of his time insulating his shareholders from the possibility 
that they might lose their investment in his company, in the same 
way he had insulated his father from having a son who could not 
measure up to his impossibly high expectations. 


“And how can you sell products when all your energy goes 


into pleasing and protecting 350 insatiable fathers who measure 
their own worth by how well you do?” I asked. 


“T can’t because that takes up just about all my energy. I will 
just have to let them share the risks,” he said, then gave a deep 
sigh of relief. 

I watched him, saying nothing. 

“So if I concentrate on sales and let the shareholders fend for 
themselves, then my company will succeed, right?” he asked, 
hoping no doubt that I would agree. 

This question revealed another part of John’s problem. He had 
never had flesh and blood children of his own and his business 
had become his surrogate son. Like his father, John measured 
himself by his company-son's performance, which was not too 
sporty in the conventional view. In fact, his company-son might 
well turn out to be a colossal capitalistic failure. 


With this in mind, I said, “Perhaps, but that isn’t the point.” 
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“Then what is the point?” he asked, looking bewildered. 


“The point, John, is to heal your need to prove yourself to your 
worldly father, the father you have internalized. God doesn’t care 
two hoots if you succeed in business. All God wants is for you to 
discover that you are already perfect and don't have to do any- 
thing but what you came here to do, and I doubt that it was to 
make your biological father happy. You aren’t in this business to 
make it big time; you are in it to find your real self. What does it 
matter how the business does if you do that?” 


His jaw dropped. The next day he called to say that our talk 
was the most profound thing that had ever happened to him. I 
said I had a hunch his sales might improve if he would back off a 
little and give the bread he had cast on the water a little time to 
attract some fish. You see, John not only never had children, he 
had lived most of his life single. He very much needed to heal his 
relationship with the feminine and his company was providing an 
opportunity for him to do that, if only he could put aside his 
masculine compulsion to make things happen and allow his long- 
suppressed feminine to attract sales to him. 


That possible course of action no doubt terrified John because 
his ultimate fear was bankruptcy court, yet perhaps he needed to 
have that experience to heal. The effect of being adjudicated bank- 
rupt is to be relieved of old debts and be given a fresh start. Does 
this not remind you of The Lord's Prayer—"Forgive us our debts 
as we forgive our debtors?” Could it be that bankruptcy court is a 
worldly manifestation of God's forgiveness and grace? 
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Momma's Boy 


When Jim was about thirty, he realized his life was going 
nowhere. He dropped out and made his way to India where he 
found a “saint” named “Mother” whom he fell down and 
worshipped. As a result of this radical departure, Jim was 
disinherited by his father and shunned by his mother. 


When we connected in 1989, Jim had been under Mother's 
tutelage—or spell—for about twenty years. Although she had 
died physically, she still controlled him from the spiritual realms, 
or so he said. “I’m a puppet on her strings,” he often bragged. 

I said that I was concerned that he had made a Faustian trade 
of his soul for Mother’s love and acceptance, and he scoffed at me. 
“She took away my karma and is training me to be a teacher like 
her,” he said, sounding very assured. 

It looked to me that Jim was totally divorced from his own 
feminine. While that troubled me, I liked him and he was often 
very insightful when I was stuck and needed a fresh perspective 
on things. In fact, he was the one who told me that my children 
were not mine but were God's children. 


We got along well except when I offered to feed him. He 
demanded this or that delicacy without regard to cost, and ate like 
a pack of hungry wolves. That obvious sign of inner lack was an 
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early warning signal for what later happened after we planned a 
vacation together. 


A few days before our departure, Jim informed me that his 
new girlfriend would join us. I was not entirely comfortable with 
this but agreed to it. I was troubled because it sounded from what 
he had described about their relationship that he was trading 
spiritual teachings for her sexual favors. When I asked about this, 
he said, “It’s no problem as long as I keep my ego and my inner 
guru separate. As long as I do that, what I do will not harm her. 


I said I was more concerned about his girlfriend’s ability to 
make the distinction between Mother and him than I was about 
his ability to make the distinction. Again he said, “No problem. As 
long as I let Mother do the teaching, everything will be all right.” 
Well, that hooked the rescuer in me. I felt compelled to rescue Jim 
from Mother, and his girlfriend from them both. 


As the time for the trip approached, the warning signs esca- 
lated. We planned to leave on a Friday, but on Thursday Jim 
advised that he had unilaterally put the departure off to Saturday 
because Friday was his biological mother’s birthday and further 
because of his girlfriend’s schedule. By now, I was downright 
nervous about the trip but did not listen to my gut feelings. 


Finally, we got away. I had never been with Jim and one of his 
ladies. He was an entirely different person, one minute doting on 
her like she was a royal princess and the next minute treating her 
like a whore. He was jealous even for her to talk with me, 
especially if he was not present. 


To top it all off, I learned some things about her that I found 
alarming. She had a rejecting father before whom she had pros- 
trated herself many times, all to no avail. At age seventeen, she 
married her first sexual partner to get away from her family. That 
marriage, of course, failed, and not long afterwards she married a 
sixty-year-old successful doctor to father her. She was still married 
to this man but, with Jim’s “help,” was planning her divorce. Well, 
the prostitution pattern seemed rather obvious to me: first her 
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father, then her boyfriend, then the doctor, and now Jim. The ante 
had gotten huge. 


Finally I intervened and ended the trip in midstream. Jim 
exploded, accusing me of this and that awful thing, denying of 
course any responsibility for what had happened. He accused me 
of treating his girlfriend like a whore. I stood my ground and we 
parted ways. 

Before leaving I took the girl aside, told her that she was in 
more danger than she could possibly imagine, and offered to send 
her some writings on the subject by other people, if she would call 
me after she returned home. She never called, and I don't know 
what became of her. 
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The Anti-Christ 


I met Laney just before she guit her job and left for India with 
her new-found guru, Andrew. After she left, mutual friends said 
that she had had a stormy relationship with her father and had 
never felt validated as a woman. After growing up, she had many 
relationships with men often much older, but she had never 
married. 


A few days after Laney's departure, I was invited to a gather- 
ing. The host, a film producer, showed several of his productions. 
One was an interview with Laney about her relationship with 
Andrew. 


In the interview, Laney describes a dream in which she sees 
Andrew standing at a distance, looking at her. A voice says, 
“That’s the Anti-Christ.” 


Laney says that she cannot understand why she had this 
dream because she is not a Christian. (However, she had been 
raised in a Christian family.) Nevertheless, the dream bothered 
her enough, she says, to cause her to share it with another of 
Andrew’s followers who said, “What does it matter if Andrew is 
or isn't the Anti-Christ?” On that basis, Laney says, she decided to 
disregard the dream. 
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After watching the interview, the group talked about it. Some 
seemed concerned but were reluctant to “judge” Laney. Others 
said the interview didn’t mean anything—that it was impossible 
to know what anything meant. I sat listening, saying nothing, until 
I was asked what I thought. 


“Tm alarmed for her,” I said. 


Two or three people challenged me. I explained my concern 
that Laney had gone outside of herself to invalidate her own inner 
teacher. The danger with the Anti-Christ, I said, is that the Anti- 
Christ looks like the Christ, but is the reverse of the Christ. I added 
that I doubted this Andrew really was the Anti-Christ of Revela- 
tions, but he apparently represented the Anti-Christ to Laney’s 
inner teacher. 


Later one of these people received a letter from Laney which 
was passed around. Laney said how wonderful everything was, 
how she was dying to death and to life, how Andrew was taking 
all firm ground out from under her. As she ended the letter, her 
handwriting sloped downward, and her last words were, “If you 
need to worry about something, don’t use me as an excuse. I’m 
fine. There’s no problem.” 

We talked about this letter as we had earlier talked about 
Laney’s dream. Several people thought the letter was wonderful. I 
was not convinced. If everything was wonderful, if she was truly 
secure, then why did she make such a big deal about there being 
no problem? 
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Naomi, a friend and a fine, gentle woman, was very much 
attached to her son and feared the day he would leave her care 
and control. Since early in life, the son had been a staunch 
advocate of the death penalty and war. Naomi was appalled by 
this, and they argued over it until they screamed at each other. 


One day she shared this with me then said, “I just don’t know 
what will become of him! I'm just sure he'll go to hell over it!" 


I asked if she wanted my impressions. She looked at me sort of 
funny, having already read The High Legal Road and having heard 
some of my other stories about the mystery of life. Then she took a 
deep breath and invited me to say what I thought. 

My basic advice was that she had to let him go, because on a 
spiritual level he had to separate from her to return to God. I 
sensed that he felt guilty about separating from her directly, so he 
chose to do it indirectly by taking the opposite stance on what was 
most important to her. The harder she tried to convert him, the 
more in favor of war and capital punishment he became. 


Naomi was not happy to hear this, but she did hear it. Then 
we talked about how all her life she had been a nice, quiet, sweet 
girl, never rocking the boat—especially the male boat. She had 
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grown up in a conservative religious setting, her father having 
been a minister and her mother the supportive minister’s wife. 


Recently, Naomi had tried to get a job, but her husband, Ed, 
one of my best men friends, had been very much against it. He did 
not understand that her getting a job in mid-life would help her let 
go of her son and discover the other aspects of herself that she had 
so far denied. When Ed asked what I thought might be behind 
Naomi’s chronic throat problems, I said it might be her stifled 
attempts to express herself. He heard, but it was hard for him. 


It was even harder for him when he had surgery to remove a 
cyst from his knee. Behind the cyst, the surgeon found a wad of 
dead tissue going all the way to the bone. The surgery left Ed 
partially crippled, unable to play sports, which he had been doing 
plenty to relieve the stress of his job which he was afraid to leave. 


Perhaps harder for Ed was to see how his youngest son's 
athletic career had been virtually ended by two severe knee 
injuries, making it impossible for him to become the star his father 
almost became—and making it impossible for his father to live 
vicariously through his son in sports. 


But the hardest thing for Ed to see was how his knee injury 
revealed his energetic attachment to his son—how he, too, had 
smothered his son. 
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Jennifer asked for my help with problems her son was having 
in school. She bragged that she was an anarchist who had spent 
most of her life trying to destroy every system in the world that 
she did not like. Now she was determined to bring down the 
entire school system which she described as “barbaric.” 


When I inquired into her childhood, she said that she had been 
raised by a shrew-like mother and an often-absent but abusive- 
when-present “Captain Ahab” father. “For years I was a mouse, 
but I’m not a mouse anymore. I don’t take any shit off of any- 
body!” she bristled. 


I noticed that she had a mouse-like face and asked if she real- 
ized that there was little difference between a mouse and a bully. 
She looked at me, confused. I explained that what made a mouse 
was the same thing that made a bully—terror. She burst into tears, 
saying “Yes, yes, I’m terrified, I've been terrified all my life!” 

Then she admitted that she had learned to protect herself by 
being aggressive. She had few friends. Recently she had gotten 
into relationship with a man whom she liked a great deal, but 
already friction was developing and she feared he, too, would 
soon leave her. 
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“You have been trying to be a man all your life,” I said. “You 
had to do that to survive, but now it's time for you to be a woman. 
You didn’t come to Earth to be a man. Otherwise, you would have 
a different body.” 


I talked with her about the true feminine by sharing stories 
such as the ones related in this book. As I talked, she calmed 
down, listening without interjecting her views. Her face assumed 
a mature woman’s countenance. 

“You mean that women have to embrace the feminine just like 
men?” she asked. 

“Right. The whole world is way-skewed into the masculine, 
men and women alike. We all have to return to the feminine to 
heal,” I said. 

We ended our meeting and she left, her corporal rather 
unhappy, her general rather pleased. 
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Sally came to me because of problems she was having with 
men. “I can attract plenty of men who are not right for me, but the 
ones I like won't have anything to do with me!” she complained. I 
invited her to talk about what was going on in her life and she 
immediately told me about a recent automobile accident. It was 
not Sally's fault, but she was having trouble dealing with the other 
driver's insurance company. She revealed that her mother was 
giving her a hard time about how she was handling it. “Called me 
a dumb shit about a dozen times the last time we talked!” Sally 
complained. 

I asked if her mother had called her a dumb shit before, and 
Sally said, “Yeh, she’s called me that all my life.” 

“And do you think a good man wants to be with a woman 
who thinks she is a dumb shit?” I asked. 

Sally burst into tears. After she recovered, I talked with her 
about her need to intervene with respect to her mother, to stop her 
mother from imprinting in her that she was a dumb shit. 

“How can I do that?” Sally asked, sounding rather young and 
helpless. 

I shared how I had intervened with my father, and said to 
Sally that she would have to tell her mother something like, “If 
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you don’t quit doing that, if you don’t start treating me with 
respect, then I will quit coming around and stop talking to you on 
the telephone.” 


A look of terror came over her face. 


“Mom’s an alcoholic. If I do that, she'll take it all out on my 
poor Dad! Then my sister will get on my case! I would feel 
horrible!” 


“Well, could it be any more horrible than what you already 
feel?” I asked. 


That was as far as we got. Sally was not ready to exchange her 
mother for her own womanhood, her own feminine. 


Iran into her about a year later, and she beamed to see me. 
“Tm about the make the big move!” she exclaimed. 

“And what's that?” I asked. 

“Tm finally separating from my parents!” 

“And how are you doing it?” 

“By moving to another city.” 

“Do you have a job there?” 

“Yeh, tending bar.” 

“Did you ever have that talk with your mother?” 

She hung her head. 
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Janice, a public accountant, invested $3,000 in a “good deal" 
that went bad. With the help of her state's attorney general, she 
fortunately got her money back. She later reinvested the $3,000 in 
another get-rich-guick scheme and lost it all that time because the 
promoter went bankrupt after spending on himself all the money 
he had collected. She wanted him jailed for criminal fraud. 


I asked why she had made the investments? 


“Because I need to make my money grow, so that I can be 
independent,” she replied. 


I cannot explain why, but the word “independent” caught my 
attention. 


I probed into her investing, and she revealed that her mother 
and she were at odds over her investment strategy. “Mother says I 
should put it in the bank and collect interest, but I need to make it 
grow; I need to be independent,” Janice reiterated. Again the word 
independent, and now her mother. So I asked about her family. 


Her father had died five years earlier after a lengthy illness, 
and ever since, Janice and her mother had lived side-by-side in a 
duplex her mother owned. Janice also worked out of her side of 
the duplex, and on two different occasions she had borrowed 
several thousand dollars from her mother and had not re-paid the 
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loans. I asked Janice about her relationships with men, and she 
said men had never played a big part in her life, that she had 
never been much interested in sex. 


Clearly Janice sought financial independence instead of true 
independence. I doubted any investment she made would succeed 
as long as she invested to avoid facing her inability to separate 
from her mother. I also thought the men who took advantage of 
her reflected her need to look at her relationships with men and 
with her own femininity. 


I shared my impressions and Janice got very nervous, giving 
several reasons why she had to live next to her mother who was in 
no way infirmed or in need of special care. I advised Janice to 
forget about prosecuting the second con artist, unless she wanted 
to have something awful happen to her for attacking a spiritual 
messenger. I also suggested that she put her money in the bank 
and let it draw interest, that she not make any more “investments” 
until she had made progress toward real independence. She 
thanked me for my time, and I never heard from her again. 
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The Nun's Real Mother 


After growing up in an abusive, alcoholic, Catholic family, 
Rachel fled in her late teens to a convent. Shortly afterwards, she 
became a lesbian. Ten years later, she shed her nun's habit and 
went into the world where she fell into the company of lesbian 
women active in gay rights and feminism. “I was a big-time bull 
dyke,” she said. 


After a few years, she decided to have a child with her partner 
and they got a gay male friend to donate his sperm. Rachel 
conceived and gave birth to a son whom all three adults then 
raised in the same household. When Rachel came to me, they were 
involved ina vicious three-way custody fight for the boy. 

When I asked about her relationship with the Virgin Mary, 
Jesus, the priests and nuns in the convent, and with God, she 
replied, “Awful.” I said that I thought she had been running away 
from being a woman all her life, probably with good reason 
because of what had happened in her childhood, but running 
away nonetheless. We talked about the Holy Spirit, and by the 
time we finished our visit, she had a much different view of God 
and the feminine. 

We had talked very little about her legal case and, without any 
prompting on my part, she said, “The first thing Iam going to do 
when I leave here is call my lawyer and tell him not to file those 
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suit papers we have been working on. I want the Holy Spirit to 
show me a kinder, gentler way to deal with this.” Tears welled in 
her eyes, and in mine. 

Later she called to say that she worked out an agreement with 
the other “parents,” which she took to her lawyer to submit to the 
judge. The agreement provided that all three adults would be the 
child’s legal parents, and that Rachel, who had the means to do so, 
would be solely responsible for the child’s financial needs. 

Rachel's lawyer pooh-poohed the agreement, saying the judge 
would never approve it. Rachel instructed her lawyer to present 
the agreement to the judge anyway, which the lawyer reluctantly 
did. The judge approved it. 

When Rachel called to bring me up to date, she also said, “You 
know, my therapist had about the same reaction as my lawyer. I 
realized right then and there that I didn’t need to be in therapy 
anymore, and that was my last session with her.” 
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The Promised Land 


A friend called to ask if I would do some legal work for her 
friend, Elliot, who wanted to lobby the state legislature to change 
the voting laws. She said that he wanted to put on the ballot a 
“none of the above” choice, giving voters the right to not elect any 
candidate and thus invalidate any election in which no candidate 
received a “majority of the votes cast.” The point, she said, was to 
let it be known that a large group of voters felt disinfranchised. I 
asked why Elliot didn’t just campaign for a better candidate, and 
my friend said she didn’t know why. Nevertheless I figured Elliot 
would be an interesting person to meet, so my friend got us 
together. 


Right off he asked what I thought about the legal profession. I 
said: “As | see it there are three types of lawyers. The first is the 
true lawyer who is born to be a lawyer like a mackerel is born to 
swim, the lawyer who loves the practice of law and never causes 
anybody any problems. I was not that type of lawyer. The second 
type is the lawyer who has a big empty hole inside and tries to fill 
that hole with money. I was not that type of lawyer either. The 
third is the lawyer who has a big, empty hole inside and tries to 
fill it through zealous justice crusades. I was that type of lawyer.” 


Elliot’s face twitched, and I wondered if he would get up and 
leave, or if he would try to hang in there with me. He smiled and 
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we had a nice talk about why he was such a fanatical save-the- 
worlder. Here I will condense his story. 


He had tried to help the Hopis retrieve some of their land that 
they had let the Navajos take over. He had also tried to help the 
Tibetans in their efforts to recover Tibet from the Chinese. He 
further disclosed that he was operating in league with the 
Pleiadeans, helping them to restore balance on Earth and thereby 
prevent harm to the Pleiades. Although you may not be familiar 
or comfortable with this E.T. material, what is important is the 
repeating pattern. 

Elliot explained that all three races had gotten in trouble by 
rejecting the feminine aspect of the Godhead, causing their land 
(symbolizing their feminine) to be jeopardized. He then acknowl- 
edged that his efforts to change the voting system in the state were 
designed to end what he viewed as a masculine domination in 
state politics and a rape of the environment—the feminine. 


I probed his family tree and it turned out he was born Jewish. 
He was clearly defensive about this and vigorously asserted that 
he had internally “separated” from his parents and their race with 
the help of various shaman healers. He said that a couple of years 
back he had called his parents long distance to give them one 
more chance to change. They were not open to change and so he 
knew he had finished his karma with them. 


Then he revealed that he had lived previous lives as a Hopi, a 
Tibetan lama, an Atlantean, and originally as a Pleiadean before 
that race had seeded the Atlantean race on Earth. In fact, he said 
all three races had Pleiadian roots, and his life’s dream was to 
complete his tenure on Earth and return to his beloved Pleiades, 
which he said were in jeopardy because of what was happening 
on Earth. 


I asked if the Pleiadeans hadn't brought the split from the 
feminine to Earth in the first place? He admitted this was the case, 
but said that the Pleiadeans now were reunited with the feminine 
and were trying to correct what they had originally messed up so 
that the threat to their home planets would end. 
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I asked if he saw the pattern in his many lives of being a 
member of male-polarized races seeking their promised land 
(their feminine)? His face twitched again. I suggested that, far 
from having separated from his current biological parents and 
race, he was very much still tied to them, as evidenced by the 
lateral family substitutions he had made in this lifetime with the 
Hopis, the Tibetans and the Pleiadeans all of whose intense efforts 
to reclaim and/or protect their own promised land very much 
resembled the Jewish tendency. 


I proposed that he give some thought to finding the promised 
land in himself by loving his parents as they were, dropping his 
crusades until he was more clear about his true motivations, and 
by being the human being his soul wanted him to be, which I 
doubted had anything to do with helping people to live in the 
past. His face really twitched that time, and we ended our first 
meeting. 

I made the suggestion that he back off his crusades, not 
because I felt they were wrong but because it appeared to me that 
his corporal, not his general, was running the show. I was pretty 
sure that as long as he prosecuted his causes, then his corporal 
would remain in charge and his life would keep going around in 
circles. Later, after his general took over, then he could approach 
the crusades in a more soul-oriented way, or perhaps he might 
find that his causes no longer interested him at all. 


We had several other visits around these issues, and it was 
painful for me to see how ingrained in him the rescuing was, how 
hard it was for him to face the fact that his whole spiritual life was 
built around changing things in the world that symbolized his 
unchangeable parents and paternalistic race—in this life and per- 
haps in many others. Yet I could only be compassionate about his 
inability to seek the promised land in himself instead of in his 
rescue crusades. He reminded me so much of myself. 


During our later talks, a new theme arose: his economic im- 
poverishment. He was angry that he had never made enough 
money to provide more than a minimum-wage lifestyle. It was 
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clear he felt impotent as a man because of it: emasculated as a 
result of having jilted his own feminine. 


I suggested that as long as he dedicated his life to paying off 
old mortgages incurred by male-polarized systems, it was not 
likely that he would be receptive to earning a decent wage. I 
mean, why throw good money after bad? “Besides,” I said, “the 
only way you can change what you do not like around you is to 
change yourself. Then the reflection the world gives back to you 
will automatically change. You know that in your heart, but your 
terrified mind cannot let you live that way.” 


More twitching. 


The next time we were together, he was still struggling. As we 
were about to part, he said that just that evening he was going to 
see a man who had a crystal apparatus that he could lie under and 
up his vibrations so that he could talk to the Pleiadeans. 


I replied, “I advise that you get her to turn the apparatus 
upside down so that it will lower your vibrations and ground you. 
Besides, you don’t need to raise your vibrations to speak to the 
Pleiadeans; they will speak to you if they want to contact you. In 
fact, you’re speaking to one right now, one interested in getting off 
the karmic loop by living his own life.” (But that’s an altogether 
different story, one I may tell some day.) 

His face really twitched that time. But to his credit, he made a 
lot of progress over the next few months, and now he’s becoming 
Elliot, a unique vibration of God, instead of a member of some 
exotic herd. 

Once his corporal has relinquished control to his general, then 
Elliot will be qualified to help others remove the splinters from 
their eyes. And I wonder, after his general takes charge, if Elliot 
will continue his save-the-world causes at his original furious 
pace, or if he will find other things that interest him more, like 
painting. He is a terrific artist. 


180 


A Time to Die 


I attended Dr. Jay Scherer's massage and natural healing 
school in Santa Fe. Jay reached many people deeply, I being but 
one. He taught me much about healing and allowed me to give 
back to him. For example, during our friendship, I often advised 
him with respect to his business and legal affairs. It seemed he 
was always getting into jams, usually as the result of trying to 
help others who either did not want help or needed to help them- 
selves. No matter, Jay gave anyway, never expecting anything 
back, which brings me to my last time with him. 


In September 1990, Lonnie Howard, the school administrator, 
called me long distance to say Jay had been injured in an 
automobile accident. The accident had triggered a stroke and Jay 
was in a coma in a nursing home. I felt uneasy because | knew a 
nursing home was the very last place on Earth Jay, a natural 
healer, wanted to be. Two months passed, and I felt a strong urge 
to go see him. I called Lonnie to say I was driving to Santa Fe to 
see Jay because I sensed he would soon leave. She told me to be 
sure to hold his hand, to feel the wonderful energy he was 
sending out from wherever he was. 


I arrived in town late on November 15 and went out to the 
nursing home about 11:00 the next morning, hoping to find Jay 
alone. I walked into his room and blanched, my worst fears con- 
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firmed. There lay my dear teacher who had devoted his entire life 
to practicing and teaching natural healing, withered up like a 
prune, tube in his nose, IV’s in his arms, artificially kept alive ina 
manner and ina facility he had sworn all his life never to use. 

I was at first enraged to witness this violation of Jay’s being 
and his teachings. Then my eyes filled with tears and a huge 
heartfelt feeling engulfed me. My body tingled all over and I felt 
my energy field expand into the room, as if I had been super- 
charged. I stayed with this experience, watching three other 
people in the room whom I assumed were students of Jay’s. They 
held his left arm and legs, and although I could not tell whether 
they were giving energy to him, I was certain they were taking it 
from him. 


I realized I would not get to be alone with Jay, so I spoke to 
him with my thoughts: “Here you are in another one of those 
jams, Jay, holding on in this miserable state, generously giving to 
others, sacrificing your own need to leave this body and pass over 
into the Great Silence (his term for the spiritual realms). Your 
work is done, Jay. Leave now.” I went to his right side, kissed his 
forehead, and pressed mine to his. Again I spoke with my 
thoughts: “Go now. Your work is done. Besides, you do these 
people no favors giving them what they need to get from 
themselves. I love you, Jay.” 


I walked tearfully out into the parking lot. When I reached my 
car, I sat down on the curb and bawled. It was not a grieving 
outburst. It was a holy thing, like having the opportunity to help a 
dear friend pass through the last physical gate, never again to 
return. About 5:00 the next morning, Jay crossed over. I would 
have loved to have been at his roll call and watch him return his 
God-given talents with compound interest. 

Several days later, I had an interesting insight. Jay had been 
antagonistic toward Spanish Americans, often cracking ethnic 
jokes. Most of the staff in the nursing home were Spanish- 
American women. Jay was just as prejudiced against modern 
medicine, never once having a good word to say about it. Wasn't 
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it interesting that he got to spend his last few months being cared 
for by the very people for whom he had had so little respect? 


That, in turn, reminded me of my mother's father, “Big 
Daddy,” a God-fearing man quite wonderful to me who hated 
“niggers.” When his beloved wife of fifty years died, he longed to 
join her, yet he lived fifteen more miserable years, the last ten ina 
nursing home being waited on hand and foot by “niggers.” He 
never got it—that all he had to do to die and join his beloved wife 
was to finally learn to love “niggers.” 
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Altar Bound 


A crazed woman attacked and nearly bit off my friend Mary's 
left ring finger. The assailant was in fear of her life after having 
been once again assaulted by her abusive alcoholic husband. She 
latched onto Mary, a perfect stranger, hoping Mary could some- 
how protect her. 


Mary was on the spiritual path and well understood this was 
not a chance happening. She spoke with her spiritual mentor 
about the matter and was advised that the incident reflected her 
own deep-seated fear of men, a fear that manifested in her life by 
her never having married. Many suitors had come and gone. 


Although Mary got the “message,” she did nothing about it. 
Eventually she met a man from a distant state who caught her 
fancy. They went through a long involved courtship, and after 
some time she broke it off. Several months passed and I visited 
Mary’s city. She was a wreck although she tried to act like all was 
well. After a few minutes of polite conversation, I asked, “Mary, 
how are you doing?” That took her by surprise, and she quit 
pretending. 


“Awful! Just awful! Nothing I do works. I can’t meditate any- 
more. Nothing I visualize happens, and I used to be able to make 
anything I wanted to happen, happen. It’s not fair! Whatever 
became of free will?!!!" she complained. 
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I looked at her, saying nothing, waiting on the right words to 
come into my awareness. Then out of my mouth popped, “Whose 
will, Mary?” 

Her mouth dropped open and a look of stark terror came over 
her face. I shared with her some of my own yielding stories, and 
we said goodbye. 

Several months passed and I visited Mary’s city again. This 
time when we met, she was joyful, unlike I had ever before seen 
her. “I feel liberated, on cloud nine!” she gushed. I asked as to the 
reason, and it was then I learned that she and her fellow, the one 
she broke off with, were engaged. I cautioned her to be prepared 
for an ego reaction. “No way! This is going to be a cakewalk!” she 
exclaimed. We hugged good-bye and I returned home 


A month passed, and then she called me long distance one 
evening. She was a wreck. “I feel like I’m going insane! My hair's 
falling out; my face is covered with pimples; I’ve lost twenty 
pounds and my clothes are falling off me. I just can’t go through 
with it! It might kill me!” she exclaimed. 


I encouraged her to hang in there, to not run away again 
because if she did, the next time it caught up with her, she really 
might die. We ended our conversation and I did not talk with her 
for a while. Then it unexpectedly developed that Betty and I 
planned a vacation in the state where Mary’s fellow lived. Our 
vacation uncannily coincided with the date Mary had planned to 
move to be with him. 


I called to let her know this and to arrange a four-way get 
together. Mary had purchased her airline tickets and was packing 
to move. Yet I could tell she was still on the fence, so I encouraged 
her once again to let it happen. She hemmed and hawed, so I just 
said, “Mary, nobody can do this for you, and you of all people 
know that. If you are going to teach others the way, then you have 
to walk it yourself.” 


Betty and I made our trip, and while on it we connected with 
Mary’s fellow. He invited us over for dinner, and as he prepared 
it, Mary called. It was the day before she was to fly to be with him. 
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They talked a long time, and it was clear she was trying to back 
out. I motioned that I wanted to speak with her, and he gave me 
the telephone and went into the kitchen to finish preparing our 
dinner. He had not told her I was there. 


“You're thinking about not getting on that airplane,” was the 
first thing out of my mouth. 


“Sloan, what are you doing there?!” she asked incredulously. 

“Im your guardian angel it seems, at least for now!” I 
quipped. 

“Jesus, you are relentless!” she griped. 


“Well, you are just as stubborn as I am relentless, and besides, 
I did not ask to be your guardian angel. It just seems to be 
ordained, so you're stuck with me like it or not,” I wisecracked. 


“I don’t think my getting married will work,” she argued. 


“Listen, maybe it won't, but you will never know until you try 
it my dear. If it doesn’t work, you can always leave, you know,” I 
offered. 


We ended our conversation and the next day she got on the 
airplane. I saw her and her fellow before returning home, and they 
seemed happy as could be. When Mary and I talked a few months 
later, things were going well for them. Her face was clear, her hair 
quit falling out, her weight returned, she was meditating again 
and her powers to make things happen had returned. No doubt, 
she will have other tough passages, but none I think like the 
narrow funnel she was dragged through on the way to the altar— 
unless she again uses her manifesting and meditative gifts to 
override and wash out her general. Then, heaven help her. 
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The Bad Dream 


During the war against Irag, the Unity Church minister in my 
town had a dream in which Iragi terrorists dumped biological 
agents in the city water supply and poisoned the air using 
chemical weapons. He shared this dream with his congregation 
the next Sunday and said he was taking his family to another state 
until the danger passed. He promised to come back and preach 
the following Sunday—if the Iraqis had not attacked. His terrified 
congregation went out that afternoon and bought all the gas 
masks at our local army surplus store. Then many of them partici- 
pated in frantic peace demonstrations. This story was reported in 
our local newspaper. 


This minister has a checkered background from which he has 
tried to disassociate, even to the point of having changed his 
name. He is also a strong advocate of the intriguing book, A 
Course In Miracles, which claims to be the latest word on the 
teachings of Jesus. The Course, which contains the best treatments 
of “projection” I have ever read, says to disregard sleeping dreams 
even though the Bible often refers to them as being sent by God. 
Furthermore, the minister had invested $200,000 of his church's 
hard-earned building fund in a house-built-on-sand business 
scheme that would soon go down the tube, to his chagrin. 
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He thought his dream was about the Iraqis, but perhaps it was 
about the “Iraqis” in himself. Perhaps it was about how he was 
poisoning the air and water in his community with his spiritual 
teachings, putting his trust in mammon (money), instead of in 
God. Perhaps the dream was his general trying to get through to 
his corporal. 
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The Mirror of Life 


A certain man strove long and hard to make it to the top, and 
one day he succeeded by becoming our nation's President. He was 
a righteous man, a God-fearing man, a man dedicated to putting 
things right. In almost no time he got us into a war with Panama, 
then into one with Irag. He looked proud, like he had just proved 
something to himself—and to his father. 


Our President explained to us that we had to rid the world of 
the drug czar Manuel Noriega who was polluting Americans with 
street drugs. What he did not say was that our national foreign 
policy, in which he as Vice President and former CIA director had 
played a big role, was responsible for Manuel Noriega’s rise to 
power. What our President also did not mention was that Mr. 
Noriega would never have been such a big-time drug dealer if it 
were not for Americans’ huge demand for street drugs. 


Our President said he could not understand Saddam 
Hussein’s belligerence and arrogance. But weren't they of similar 
backgrounds—each trained in his country’s oil industry, each 
head of his country’s central intelligence agency, each president of 
his country? Surely our President, sharing such similar training 
and experience with Mr. Hussein, could appreciate why Mr. 
Hussein was so furious that our country covertly corresponded 
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with the Kuwaiti government about undercutting the OPEC price 
agreement to undermine the Iragi economy. 


Surely our President could understand Mr. Hussein's rage 
over being told “tough” when he complained to the Kuwaitis. 
Surely our President could understand Mr. Hussein’s feelings of 
impotence, knowing that he could not sue us in the World Court 
because we had denied that august body’s jurisdiction over us, 
leaving Iraq's only civil recourse in the United Nations, any action 
of which against us we could and would veto. 


Of course our President knew that Mr. Hussein would attack 
the witless U.S. pawn, Kuwait, so that we could in turn 
righteously attack and destroy the monster our President and his 
cronies had created. That is why the U.S. embassador gave Iraq 
the confusing “green light” to invade Kuwait. It was all part of the 
plan to draw attention to Mr. Hussein, away from our own 
government's misdeeds. 


Yes, Mr. Hussein was another Hitler and needed to be taken 
out along with most of his arsenal, but our President utterly failed 
to see how Mr. Hussein mirrored Hitler types in our own country, 
or how Mr. Hussein was like his own son, Neil, who raped and 
pillaged a major savings and loan company without any remorse 
of conscience whatsoever. 


In fact, one has to wonder if our President, who never once to 
my knowledge has publicly admitted to making a mistake (or to 
his son making one), isn’t really just like his son? If so, then that 
would certainly explain a lot. Only a cold and calculating father 
could hold a straight face about a son like Neil and at the same 
time ignore the biblical teaching that the sins of the father are 
visited on the sons three to four generations. 


Indeed, to know the “shadow” side of our President, all you 
have to know is his adversary, Mr. Hussein, his son, Neil, and his 
right-hand man, John Sununu, whose conscience also seems to be 
on permanent vacation. Birds of a feather do flock together, and 
the mirror of life never lies. That is why God put that dreaded 
mirror on Earth—so that the truth can be seen by those who really 
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want to see it—and so that the truth will never be extinguished by 
those who want to hide it from everybody else and from 
themselves. 


If our President doubts this mirror business, then I ask him to 
ponder the incredible “coincidence” of him, his wife and their dog 
all having hyperthyroidism which causes hyper mental activity. 
The thyroid gland is located in the neck, near the larynx (voice 
box). When something other than the truth, the whole truth and 
nothing but the truth chronically passes through that region of the 
body, then physical problems develop there. The fact that every 
member of the First Family living in the White House has this 
condition is rather sobering, not only because of what it says 
about our President's heart, but also because of what it says about 
our nation’s heart, which our all-time most-popular President’s 
heart represents. 


A similar situation is unfolding in our old adversary the Soviet 
Union, where the Soviet heart was also subjugated to erroneous 
macho thinking, turning that nation into a den of godless and 
alcoholic corruption. Our President should pay close attention to 
what is going on over there. If he thinks we aren’t going to see 
something just about as disruptive over here pretty soon, then I 
hope he’s right but I’m not putting any money on it. 


When the alcoholic mother in a dysfunctional family changes, 
then the alcoholic father, indeed the whole family is thrown into 
turmoil. Well, alcoholic Mother Russia is in peril because she is 
fiscally bankrupt, which mirrors her deeper spiritual bankruptcy, 
which mirrors our own national situation as well. 


Indeed, if the United States, a similarly macho nation of 
alcoholics and drug addicts, was required to abide by the very 
bankruptcy laws it imposes on each of its citizens and companies, 
then its assets would be sold and its creditors paid, and it would 
cease to exist in its old form, just as the Soviet Union has ceased to 
exist in its old form. 


However, our President better not fall asleep by thinking that 
the Soviet Union, which is coming totally unraveled because it 
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can't borrow money willy-nilly like we can, is our foe. If our Presi- 
dent thinks the Japanese samurais have forgiven us for nuking 
them with the biggest instrument of masculine destruction ever 
used in a war on this planet, then I hope he will ask himself if he 
has forgiven the “Japs” for bombing Pearl Harbor. Indeed, the 
Japanese have already tasted sweet economic revenge, and I don't 
think they have even gotten to the main course yet, much less to 
the dessert. 


And if our President thinks he can push our nation into space 
and thus divert our attention from our earthly mess that men (and 
women) of his macho ilk have caused, then he needs to think 
again. Does he really think the explosion of the penis-shaped 
space shuttle Challenger was just another unfortunate “accident?” 
Does he really think there is no correlation between that sad event 
and the subsequent embarrassing problems in our space 
programs, screaming messages that we need to get our earthly 
house in order before being invited to join other races in space? 


If our President lived on Mars, would he want to have 
anything to do with Earthlings’ worship of a jealous and angry 
god, mammon (money), weapons, war, crime, poverty, racism, 
bigotry, environmental destruction, spouse and child abuse, 
alcohol, nicotine, caffeine and other equally destructive drugs? 
Wouldn’t any right-thinking Martian pray that Earthlings be 
locked up on Earth until they grow up, until they realize and 
begin to act like they are children of a loving God, until they 
become a kinder, gentler race? Well? 
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Asa twelve-year-old boy, I was captivated by The Old Man and 
the Sea. Ernest Hemingway became my male role model, my hero, 
and I sought to be like him, as did a lot of other boys my age. 


During my senior year in college, my literature professor said 
that The Old Man and the Sea reflected a deep and significant 
change in Hemingway the man, a transition from the realm of 
macho behavior and liberal political causes to a Job-like accep- 
tance of existence, an impossible-to-win but gracefully-run race 
ending in crucifixion, symbolized by the old man carrying the 
mast to his boat over his shoulder up the hill away from the dock 
at the end of the book, his footsteps ringing on the cobblestone 
street like a hammer striking nails. 


About a year ago, I took another look at what my professor 
had said. Something about it felt “off.” So I looked for clues in 
Hemingway’s writing and life: unrequited love; guns, wars, 
hunting male game trophies; swords to kill majestic bulls with 
piercing horns; stout fishing rods (protruding from rod sockets 
between the legs) to defeat huge marlin and tuna; heavy drinking 
to suppress emotions and underlying pain; bad guys who did not 
drink and thus drown out their feelings; phallic symbols and male 
struggle ending in defeat, recurring themes that never resolved in 
the he-man's writing, or in his life. 
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Another clue was Hemingway’s fury over people reading 
symbolism into the book. In fact, he wrote his editor, Maxwell 
Perkins, an angry letter insisting that the old man was an old man, 
the boy was a boy, the sea was the sea, and the fish was a fish— 
contending that there was no symbolism in the book whatsoever. I 
wondered why Hemingway felt so compelled to take this issue up 
with a father figure like Maxwell Perkins if there was really 
nothing to it? Did Hemingway protest too much? 


Another curious thing is that although Hemingway continued 
to write, The Old Man and the Sea was the last novel he completed 
before contracting cancer, going insane, and killing himself by 
sticking his big toe on the trigger of his favorite double-barreled 
shotgun, putting the barrel in his mouth, and blowing off the top 
of his head. So could his final book have been a last-ditch, 
sledgehammer effort by his own psyche to wake him up? If so, 
what part of his psyche was trying to get his attention? 


Based on this circumstantial evidence, I dared a radical rewrite 
of The Old Man and the Sea which I share here. 


The old man leaves the boy behind and sails in his small boat 
from Cuba, a very macho place, into my sea. Throughout life, the old 
man has managed to stay in his safe, rational, male realm—on land 
and in his fishing boat—never once getting “wet.” 

One of my magnificent marlins, a huge, nearly two-thousand- 
pound erection rises from me and takes the old man’s bait. After a 
long and hard fight with a hand-line fed through the boat’s windlass, 
the old man, hands bloodied from the racing fishing line, defeats my 
marlin, lashes it to his small boat—the bill extending past the front 
and the tail out the rear—and starts back in to his fishing village. 


My sharks follow the blood spoor to the boat and eat the marlin, 
bringing its “body and blood” back to me, leaving only the skeleton, 
a pale reflection of the “real thing.” When the old man returns to 
port, he is met by the boy and ignores him once again. The other men 
in the village marvel at the huge skeleton, never themselves having 
experienced the real thing either. 
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I know Ernest feels castrated by women and hates my sharks, 
but the sharks are not his enemy. The old man, not my sharks, killed 
my beautiful marlin, robbing himself and me of our holy union. 
Deep inside the old man knew this would be his last fishing trip, and 
that is why he left the boy behind. He did not want the boy to see 
defeat again. 


The boy is young Hemingway, rejected and abandoned by his 
own father, the boy who never attained manhood even after be- 
coming a highly successful novelist. He never attained manhood 
because he spent his entire life trying to win his worldly father’s 
approval. In doing that he jilted me, his own feminine, and I took my 
sweet revenge. 


My sharks represent Ernest’s inner sharks that will some day 
become the gnawing cancer that will drive him insane and cause him 
to kill himself. In sum, this so-called beautiful fishing story, Ernest's 
last novel, is his suicide note. 
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Genesis Revisited 


During my struggles to come to terms with my religious 
wounds, I found myself contemplating the Bible. Although I had 
never interpreted it literally, I always believed it contained the 
truth for those willing to dig for it. Now I can't say that my 
interpretation of the Bible, or of anything in life for that matter, is 
the truth, the whole truth, and nothing but the truth. However I 
can say that my interpretation works a lot better for me than 
interpretations handed down by my parents and ministers. So as 
you read this and the next and final “story” in this book, please do 
so knowing that what I have written is my truth, which may have 
absolutely nothing to do with your truth. 


Although Earth was nice, Adam soon found himself feeling 
lonely in his new surroundings and complained to God about it. So 
God made Eve out of one of Adam's ribs. Adam didn’t understand 
that Eve actually represented a part of himself with which he had 
simply gotten out of touch. Had he realized this, then he would 
never have been lonely in the first place. 


Eve, however, suspected that she and Adam were really one 
being now in two parts. God had told them that a certain tree in the 
garden grew apples containing true knowledge, but God warned 
them not to eat these apples unless they were prepared to be 
responsible for what having true knowledge would entail. In his 


199 


Prisons & Freedom—Part UI 


200 


bliss, Adam was happy just to have Eve. However, Eve wanted 
more, so she decided to eat one of the apples. 


Then Eve knew the truth: she and Adam were halves of the 
same whole and as long as they remained halves, they would never 
be whole. She did not like the idea of being only a half for the rest of 
her life, so she seduced Adam into eating an apple himself. Adam 
was so affected that he wanted to join with Eve right on the spot, and 
that is exactly what he did. God, being omniscient, knew what Adam 
and Eve were doing and showed up right when they were having 
sexual intercourse for the first time in their lives. 


Before God could explain to Adam and Eve what would now be 
required of them, they started making excuses. Eve made up a story 
about an evil snake tricking her into eating the apple. Adam com- 
plained that he had eaten the fruit because Eve had talked him into it 
and because he didn’t want her to know something he didn’t know. 


God tried to get Adam and Eve to accept responsibility for what 
they had done, but they wouldn't do it. Exasperated, God booted 
them out of the Garden, leaving coded messages about how they 
could return to the Garden, and even higher. In their blind fury, 
Adam and Even never saw the subtle clues. They were too busy 
cursing God for kicking them out of “paradise"—and blaming each 
other, sex and snakes, in that order, for their woes. 


They argued the rest of their days about who was the most at 
fault, and never once did either of them accept any responsibility 
whatsoever for their own role in what had happened. Even worse, 
they vented their fury on their own children, terrifying them of sex 
and snakes and demanding that they somehow undo what had been 
done so that they, Adam and Eve, could return to paradise. 


By the time Adam and Eve died, they were miserable shriveled 
remnants of what they could have been, and their children were 
already showing early signs of ending up like their parents. Thus 
began the cycle of birth, life, death and rebirth, and since that time 
women, sex and snakes (representing wisdom) have been viewed as 
the root of all evil—by men and women alike. 


Jesus’ Satan 


A few months back, I read an interview with a Catholic Priest 
about the proper roles of husbands and wives. I wondered how 
this man—celibate all his life and married to the Virgin Mary— 
could advise people about flesh-and-blood marriage? It seemed 
absurd that a man who knew absolutely nothing about human 
marriage could have that much say-so over it. 


That caused me to ponder who could know about such 
matters, who knew the inside scoop about Mary and marriage. 
Then it dawned on me that one man did know the straight 
scoop—Joseph. This led me to conjure the following apocryphal 
gospel. 


The Gospel According to Joseph 


Greetings. I speak to you today through the fingers and 
computer of the writer. It has been a long time since I spoke in Earth 
language, and I ask your patience if I stumble for words. I 
understand that I have been asked to speak to you about my wife, 
Mary, and this I am glad to do at long last. 


Many people have wondered why almost nothing is revealed in 
the New Testament about Jesus’ relationship with me. I guess it 
could be argued that this is because Jesus’ parents were God and 


201 


Prisons & Freedom— Part III 


202 


Mary, and I was just a cuckolded bystander. That was not the case, 
for the truth is, I was Jesus’ biological father. He was conceived and 
born just like his brothers and sisters, and never once in his ministry 
did he say otherwise—nor did any of his immediate followers say 
any such foolishness. That happened later when Saul, who became 
the deranged and bewildered Paul after becoming struck by spiritual 
lightning, got the incredible notion that Jesus was immaculately 
conceived. 


It is true that my son was more spiritually developed than most 
people, but he was not any better or less than you or I in God’s eyes. 
In fact, he said as much when he told his adoring followers, “These 
things and greater ye also shall do.” 


Although I never fully understood Jesus’ mission until after my 
own physical passing, I did manage to stay out of his way. However, 
my beloved Mary had a hard time doing that. Although she very 
much loved Jesus, she nagged him plenty. 


For example, she was rather piqued that he hung around the 
temple so much in his youth, leaving her to worry where in heaven's 
name he was. When she chided him about being inconsiderate of 
me—actually, I never gave the lad’s wanderings a second thought— 
Jesus replied that he had been about his Father’s business and she 
should not concern herself over his whereabouts anymore. Mary was 
upset to hear this from him, and she wanted me to punish him for it. 
I refused, this time and many other times. 


You may recall from reading the scriptures that it was Mary who 
pushed Jesus against his wishes to turn water into wine at the party 
after we helped drink the wine our gracious hosts had provided. 
Mary and Jesus got into a big fight about his not wanting to make 
that very first of his public miracles. Like many people, Mary could 
get disruptive when she drank, and to avoid a scene Jesus yielded to 
her wishes and made more wine for us all to drink. 


Afterwards, Mary pushed Jesus all the time to make public 
miracles, partly because she was in awe of his powers and partly 
because she was proud to have the only son around who could do 
such things. She was very hurt when he quit making miracles after 
realizing that people were more enamored with his powers than 
with his teachings. She also got upset when he refused to become 
King of the Jews, thus fulfilling the messianic prophecies. But her 
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greatest disappointment came when he chose not to save himself 
from being crucified, and it was a long time before she got over her 
anger toward him about that. 


Jesus got a lot of practice saying “no“ to Mary, and there is 
something about my son's famous “three temptations” that you 
might do well to consider. 

As your Bible tells the story, which is pretty much the way Jesus 
related it to me, he was hungry from fasting, Satan said he should 
turn rocks into bread and feed himself. Satan then offered that, if 
Jesus would bow down and worship him, then he would give Jesus 
rule over the world. Finally, Satan taunted that if Jesus really was the 
Son of God, then why not prove it by casting himself down from a 
high temple onto the rocks below and calling in God's angels to save 
him? Jesus told me that he said, “Satan, old boy, what part of the 
word no don't you understand?” 

Although I know this might cause a commotion down there, 
especially in places like Rome, the fact is, Satan did sound an awful 
lot like Mary, yes? So I wonder, did Jesus really wrestle with an evil 
being named Satan—! have certainly never met anybody around 
here who's seen this Satan guy—or did my son simply wrestle 
around in the wilderness of his mind with the opinions and hopes of 
his own internalized mother, my dear wife? 


I think you can find the answer to that question in something 
Jesus said: 


"If any man comes to me without haling his father, mother, wife, 
children, brothers, sisters, yes and his own life too, he cannot be my 
disciple.” Luke 14:25-26 


I suspect your ministers do not use this quote because they never 
achieved what it suggests: psychological separation from everything 
important to them, especially from their own mothers. I would bet 
my wings that they are absolutely terrified of calling their mothers, 
“woman,” as Jesus did with Mary to signify his separation from her 
and opening to his inner marriage with the Holy Spirit. 

Indeed, my son called the Holy Spirit the “Holy Mother,” the 
union of which with the Holy Father produced their child—love. He 
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taught the feminine principle to his disciples, as was revealed in the 
Gnostic gospels, But Peter and later Paul—both of whom had big 
problems with women dating back to their own mothers—rejected 
Jesus“ teachings about the feminine and substituted instead the silly 
Judaic notion that God is only masculine. 

1 suppose you are fortunate there is anything at all in the New 
Testament about this most misunderstood matter on which I have 
today spoken, given how the people who edited and rewrote the 
New Testament were men like the so-called "Saint" Paul and his 
followers who worshipped the Virgin Mary after their worldly 
mothers did not turn out too immaculate or virginal. 

Well, I feel my energy field weakening from being in a 
dimension to which I am no longer accustomed. So | must take my 
leave at this time. | do hope that my musings, for what they are 
worth, have been of some value to you. I bid you peace. 


Jesus also said, “Seek to know the truth and the truth shall 
make you free.” That is what I have been doing since the angels 
first came, and I pray that this is what you yourself are doing. I, 
too, bid you peace. 
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If after reading this book you think it is rather strange, just 
imagine how all this has been for me. I wish I could report that 
everything is fine now, that I know where I'm headed, that I feel 
physically fit as a fiddle. But I can’t say that. Perhaps I may never 
"understand" what this is all about. Maybe an intellectual under- 
standing is irrelevant to what I'm going through—St. John 
thought that. 


I suppose that somewhere high atop a mountain in India or 
Nepal is a wise spiritual teacher for whom my experiences are 
rather remedial. Yet even though I have had no such flesh-and- 
blood teacher, I’m satisfied that my path is the correct one for 
me—that deep inside me Divine intelligence is leading me slowly 
but surely to healing my split from God, and thus from myself. 


In fact, just recently I got the inside “word” that there is 
nothing else that healer types can do for me, and believe me, I 
have tried just about every new- and old-age medicine there is. 
Now I must submit fully to my own inner healer and be prepared 
to accept whatever happens. Whether this course is right for you is 
not for me to say. However there are some final things that I will 
say, which I leave for you to ponder. 

Historically speaking, spiritual healing has usually occurred in 
the teacher-student context. To people in the west, some of the 
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more well-known of these spiritual teachers were Jesus, 
Mohammed, and the Buddha. Mr. Gurdjieff whom I mentioned 
several times was also in the priesthood lineage. 


Although the teacher-student approach is certainly valid in 
theory and has worked for a few people, overall it has failed to get 
the job done. Just look at the wretched conditions in India and 
Tibet where the gurus and lamas originated. If their way is so 
good, then why are there so many problems in those countries? 


And look at the similarly wretched conditions in countries 
where Christianity and Islam predominate. Indeed, the only 
places on Earth that have not gone to the dogs, so to speak, are the 
few places where aborigines still live their traditional way—in 
harmony wth Mother Earth, the feminine. 


I personally think that the world will be much better off 
without any priests, and in that category I also include ministers, 
gurus, psychotherapists, physicians, new-age healers, counselors, 
writers and thus myself. I further think that a world without 
priests is exactly where we are headed, because the priests have 
had their chance and have failed. 


What is needed today is for people to have direct communion 
with the Divine, rather than mere belief in it. I and other people 
today are having many numinous experiences without any help 
from priests. For me these experiences are absolute proof that God 
is always with me, that God is like a radio speaking to me through 
whatever channel I happen to be listening to—the writing and 
publishing channel, the dream channel, the marriage channel, the 
father channel, the illness channel and so forth. 


My church is whatever I’m doing, therefore I’m always in 
church. Indeed, neither Jesus, Mohammed, the Buddha, nor Mr. 
Gurdjieff had a physical church in which to learn or teach the 
word of God. They recognized how similar church buildings were 
to places where criminals were housed. And yet their followers 
built physical monuments in which to worship God and 
mammon—I suppose because they could not locate in themselves 
the real monuments of worship. 
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That is why I think the teaching role today is moving inward, 
where each person is taught the real scoop without having to 
wade through all the layers of form, without having to fend off the 
unresolved projections of the priests. Certainly I myself made 
certain unconscious projections in this book, and if you take those 
projections as the gospel truth, they will lead you astray. That is 
why you should let your God-essence advise you about what you 
have read here. 


We are all being given a choice between having the direct 
experience with the Divine and receiving our promotion into the 
first grade of reality, or being held back in the kindergarten of 
beliefs. Those who accept the promotion into reality will 
experience what Christians call “The Second Coming,” a brother- 
and sisterhood of peers, a society without priests. Those who 
choose to remain in the kindergarten of beliefs will be taken to a 
new place where they will get yet as many lifetimes as they need 
to learn that they are children of the living God, even though that 
concept goes against everything they believe. 


For example, my lawyer friend, who was concerned about the 
impact of Part II on my family, argued with my basic premise that 
we are all children of God but have forgotten that fact because of 
our difficult life experiences. Instead my friend said that we are all 
“born into wrath” and can only be saved by accepting Jesus as our 
savior. I replied that his position contradicted many of Jesus’ 
teachings including the parable of the prodigal son. 


In that story a father (representing God) had two sons. The 
older one (representing the angelic race) stayed with his father, 
while the younger son (representing the human race) asked for his 
inheritance and was given it. He left home, wasted his inheritance 
on various sinful activities, and ended up living with and caring 
for a farmer's pigs—and eating pig food. 

One day the prodigal son woke up and returned to his father’s 
home, asking to be one of his servants. The father was overjoyed 
and threw a big party in his son’s honor. But the older son was 
enraged because he had always been a good and faithful son and 
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had never had a party thrown in his honor. The father rebuked his 
older son for not appreciating the fact that his younger brother 
who was lost was now found. 


The point that the older brother had a hard time with—the 
same point my Christian friend has a hard time with—is that 
human beings and angels are all children of God. Neither race is 
born into wrath. Rather they simply have different evolutionary 
paths. 


To enter the first grade—and thus abolish the reincarnation 
prison—will not be easy for most people because they, like my 
lawyer friend, are imprisoned by terror in their minds and beliefs. 
The stories I have shared in this book about other people and 
myself are fairly indicative of the narrow funnels most people will 
go through to get to where they live in their hearts, which is where 
first grade begins. 

The fact that the road to freedom can be absolutely grueling 
explains why most new-age and eastern religion practitioners just 
go for “consciousness,” “enlightenment,” “love and light’—why 
most Christians try to be saved by Jesus instead of saving 
themselves by living his beautiful teachings. Many Christians are 
going to be mightily surprised when their “roll is called up 
yonder” to learn that Jesus modeled the steep and narrow path, 
but did not eliminate it. Indeed, every spiritually-realized person 
on Earth went through wrenching trials similar to those of Jesus. 


Equally problematic is the notion that the kingdom of God is 
an after-life experience. Jesus often said that the kingdom is at 
hand, that it is within. The Lord’s Prayer which he taught says, 
“Thy kingdom come, Thy will be done, on Earth as it is in 
Heaven.” This clearly indicates that Heaven must be brought to 
Earth, not the other way around. 


I must say that there are still times when I wonder if I will live 
through my own dark night of the soul and thus bring Heaven to 
Earth in myself, or if I will physically die in the valley of the 
shadow of death because I simply can’t take any more. I see no 
light at the end of the tunnel, no hope, no encouragement that this 
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bewildering darkness will ever end. My fuel is trust (faith), my 
rationale is not seeing any other choice but to hang on for the ride. 
I say this not to get your sympathy, but to warn you about what I 
think you yourself will experience as you move out of your mind 
and beliefs into the darkness where you will find your heart and 
true knowing. 


Your journey through the dark night, which I no longer 
believe is elective, may not be as difficult as mine has been; on the 
other hand it may be even more difficult. I have yet to meet a 
person who had an easy time of it, probably because most of the 
people who cross my path are in their thirties, forties or even older 
(I'm forty-nine), and have much unnecessary accumulated 
baggage to drop. My hope is that the next generation—our 
children—will have it easier because of our efforts. 


If we do our work right, I believe we do it not only for 
ourselves but for our whole lineage—and for God. 


I wish for you courage, and I bid you peace. 
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March 2023 
Bo Lozoff Postscript 
by Sloan Bashinsky 

I wrote in the Acknowledgements part of this book that I learned of Bo Lozoff in1991, via his 
book, WE’RE ALL DOING TIME, which I had found in the Boulder Bookstore on Pearl Street Mall. 
Mostly, that book recounted Bo and his wife Sita’s experiences inside of prisons with inmates and 
correspondence with inmates. I was impressed and read a few more of his books. 

In part, Bo’s books inspired me to write about the workshop the Episcopal chaplain had asked 
me to do in the prison in Cafion City, Colorado. That became the first part of what I would call 
PRISONS & FREEDOM. 

I gave the new manuscript to a Boulder desktop publisher, whom I had met through a mutual 
acquaintance. She downloaded the manuscript from a floppy disk into her computer, and read it and 
made some editorial suggestions, and argued with some of it, and liked some of it. We became friends. 
She liked it that I paid her on time, she was living month to month. She found someone to proof-read 
the manuscript, and then she laid it out and sent it to a printer, who ran off 1,000 copies of PRISONS & 
FREEDOM, the first book I would not copyright. 

I sent a copy of PRISONS & FREEDOM to Bo Lozoff, because I had mentioned his and Sita’s 
work in the Preface. I gave them credit for their work with inmates and for inspiring me, and I reported 
that, in something they had published, they had abandoned their long policy of not asking prison 
inmates for donations. I got a letter back from Bo, tearing up PRISONS & FREEDOM. Pop 
psychology. Psychobabble. I had cut him and Sita to the quick. 

That led to further correspondence, which did not get happier. Finally, I ripped up a letter from 
Bo, unopened, and told him of that in a letter and did not hear back. Yet, I kept receiving his and Sita’s 
newsletter from time to time. I kept up with them in that way. 

After it became clear that I had printed way too many copies of PRISONS & FREEDOM, I sent 
some of them to a local bookstore in Birmingham, to be given away to the store’s customers. I knew 
the owner. We had a good relationship. The rest of the copies were sent to the Prison Library Project in 
Clermont, California, which had been started by Ram Das with Bo Lozoff’s help. 

Some time passed. I called the Prison Library Project about something, perhaps to get a receipt 
for the books, so I could take a tax deduction. The fellow I spoke with thanked me for all the books and 
said they were going out to inmates. He paused, said, there was something he felt he needed to tell me. 

At Bo Lozoff’s insistence, they were removing the Preface from PRISONS & FREEDOM, 


before sending it to inmates. 


Really? 

Yes, really, the man said, and he didn’t feel right about it. 

I thanked him for telling me. He said they would stop doing it, if I wished. I said I wanted to 
think about it. 

He said, Ok. 

I called him back the next day, I think, and said to just keep doing it, if they wished. That was 
Bo’s karma. I wrote to Bo and told him all of that. I did not hear back. 

I kept getting Bo and Sita’s newsletter. 

In a newsletter, Bo announced he was going into a period of public silence. A spiritual retreat, of 
sorts. Next thing I recall was a newsletter after Bo came out of several, or more, months of public 
silence. He reported someone had given his foundation a large tract of land and he needed money to 
develop it as a place for prisoners to live after they were released. Bo said this was “money yoga”. 

Back some years, Bo had hung out in an ashram in India, studying under a yogi. He was one of 
many people with whom I'd had dealings in Santa Fe, and later in Boulder, who had hung out in 
ashrams in India. They seemed to me to have gotten twisted up inside. And, it seemed, possessed by the 
yogi. 

I wrote to Bo, said he had gone into public silence to help his internal feminine develop. As a 
reward, when he came out of the silence, he was given the land. Then, instead of waiting on God to 
take it to the next level, his testosterone invented money yoga and laid that trip on his readers. I heard 
nothing back. 

Bo and Sita’s newsletter kept coming. The newsletters contained a photo of them. 

One evening in Boulder, my wife read a newsletter that had just arrived. She told me to cover 
the right side of Sita’s face with a piece of paper. I did that. The left side of Sita’s face looked tortured. 
The female side. The right side looked very nice. I reported that to Bo in a letter. The next newsletter 
did not have a photo of Sita. Nor did any subsequent newsletters. 

My wife sometimes told people, who asked her what I did (for a living), “Sloan’s the mailman.” 
If they didn’t get it, she said, “He delivers the messages.” If they still didn’t get it, she said, “He can see 
around corners and through buildings.” She sometimes was the mail woman. 

In one of his books, Bo had written to an inmate, who was struggling with sexual urges, that he 
hoped the inmate would practice celibacy. Bo said he and Sita struggled with their own sexual urges. I 
felt sorry for Sita. My wife felt sorry for Sita. Maybe I reminded Bo of that in the letter about the left 


side of Sita’s face. I wondered if Bo shared any of my letters with Sita? 


Flash forward to 2012, when I learned online of Bo’s death. I read articles reporting he had been 
called out by a number of his followers for being brutal and dictatorial with released inmates at his 
place. And, he was having sex with women there. I read of him not denying any of it, and of him saying 
he was a horrible choice for God to use in that way. 

I wondered about Bo's time in the ashram in India. When I lived in Boulder, I met people who 
had been involved with yogis in India, who had sex with their female followers. 

I was reminded of that years later, when I received from a friend an old article about Bo, to that 
same effect, except the article was more balanced, had kudos for Bo from people who had known him, 
as well as whines. 

The article also reported some of the sex allegations, including Bo saying he healed a woman by 
putting his finger in her vagina. Afterward, she would be doing something and have a spontaneous 
organism. 

Perhaps what prompted my friend to send me the Bo Lozoff article was my having sent him a 
draft copy of a book I was writing. 

Perhaps what became the A SOUTHERN LAWYER WHO BECAME A MYSTIC trilogy was 
just another worthless spiritual book, to borrow from Bo Lozoff’s JUST ANOTHER SPIRITUAL 
BOOK, which I read after reading WE’RE ALL DOING TIME, which we all are. Bo sure got that 
right. 


Living Poets 


Dead poets are poets who never write, 
Who obey shoulds and oughts, 

Who live to please others, 

Who value money over God, 

Who die without ever having lived. 
Death is their mark. 


Dead poets are remembered by the living. 
Living poets are remembered by time. 
Dead poets never sing their song. 

Living poets never stop singing it. 

The difference between the two is this: 
One worships fear, the other life. 


To be a dead poet is hard; 

It requires being someone else. 
To be a living poet is easy; 

It only means being myself. 
One choice is hell, the other heaven. 
That is what is meant by free will. 


